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AT THE WINDOW OF THB SULTAN's HABEM 

A BIT of paper fluttered down in front of Duncan, 
American trader, as he walked slowly along the only 
street in Euh-hub-nol that could be said to have 
width, as -v^ell as depth of dust and refuse. He 
glanced at the paper, as it rested in the hot sunshine, 
and noticed that it was folded three-oomer-wise. Ob- 
viously, no one was fluttering notes at him, in this 
broiling mid-day capital of Sirocco — ^most uncivilized 
of ]!f orth African despotisms — which he had entered 
only two hours before; yet Duncan would not have 
been of woman bom had he not stooped and picked 
up this note, fallen at his feet from the skies. 

Duncan had been in the East long enough to know 
that Heaven-sent notes were dangerous. The pious 
arrangement by which was assured to as many women 
aa possible the happiness of acknowledging a lord 
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SIROCCO 

and master, or part of one, did not in the least pre- 
vent their falling in love with passers-by whom they 
might chance to fancy through their lattices. A note 
dropped from a high window to a man probably 
meant that some good Mussulman's wife was making 
love to him; and the position of the recipient of the 
note was delicate. If he reciprocated — ^as man ia 
likely to do to the wooing of woman, particularly if 
she be behind tall walls and bars — ^then in due course 
of time the husband was apt to engage someone, with 
a bent that way, to murder him. And if he did not 
reciprocate, the chances were that the slighted lady 
— Shakespeare tells us what kind of a person the 
woman scorned is — ^would find means, in spite of 
walls and bars, to do the same thing. Duncan knew 
all this; but he was not a man in whom caution was 
unduly developed, and, besides, he knew that in 
twenty-four hours he should be far from Kub-hub- 
nol, its Mussulmans, and their wives. 

The curiosity with which the American stooped 
for the note received a large admixture of siirprise 
when he turned the paper over in his hand and read 
the superscription: "To any Englishman — ^Pri- 
vate I " Well might a note with such an address 
have fallen from the skies, here, where civilization 
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THE WINDOW OF THE SULTAN'S HAREM 

had only began to corrode the edge of the Darkest 
Continent. Duncan looked up. Above him rose a 
building of height and lengthy plainly one of impor- 
tance, unpierced to its overhanging eaves, except by 
a row of small, latticed windows, far above the 
ground. Across the street lay the Qreat Bazaar, a 
many-alleyed conglomeration, resting in noon-day 
lethargy. 

Duncan slipped the note into his pocket without 
opening it Sirocco is a land where strange things 
may happen, and bring on strange consequences. It 
is also one where the straightforward way is not em- 
ployed. When men wish to gain the North, they 
start South-East, or West-North-West; and the 
nearer they are brought to the Sultan of Sirocco, the 
more deviously they walk, and the more cautiously. 
Duncan himself had no reason for not going straight 
He was on a little trading trip, and having con- 
formed to the customs of the country in the matter 
of petty blackmail, his path had been easy. Yet in- 
sensibly the moral atmosphere of Sirocco had worked 
upon him; so that now, finding an unsealed note di- 
rected to "Any Englishman" — ^and English and 
Americans are commonly differentiated only in Eng- 
land and America — ^he hid it in his pocket, instead 
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SIROCCO 

of opening and reading it The blind wall above 
him and the lethargy of the sleeping bazaar opposite 
did not lessen his caution, and he glanced about him 
furtively, as if he were party to some clandestine 
transaction. Before moving on, however, he tried 
to note some landmark by which he could find again 
the exact spot where the letter had fallen. Seeing 
nothing in the long wall, he backed up to it casually, 
as it were, and his hands behind him, made a scratch 
with the ferrule of the whangee riding-cane he car- 
ried. He stepped off and surveyed the scratch, to 
make su^e he should be able to find it again, and 
then walked quickly back to the caravansary where 
he was stopping with his four camels and their 
driver. 
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THE THBEE-OOBNSBED NOTE 

^' I am Dalmera Orahame — my father was Eng- 
lish. The Sultan carried me off a year ago. Help 
me! But he careful; for the Sultan would kill me 
if he found out about this letter. I have never been 
able to write before. Why have my friends deserted 
me f Why has the Admiral done nothing? Is Percy 
Cunningham dead — or are they all cowards — afraid 
of the Sultan f 

This was what Duncan read when he was alone 
in his room. He examined the note carefully. It 
was written in pencil, in an unmistakably English 
handwriting, on a blank page torn apparently from 
the back of a cheap novel, and smelled faintly of 
attar of roses. 

" Wm ! '^ Duncan commented, ** the Sultan's sta- 
tionery doesn't do him credit" 

Duncan sat lost in thought for a long time. He 
did not move, and was unmindful of the passage of 
time. The sun sank toward the west, and the city 
first stirred, and then came to life as it was touched 
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SIROCCO 

by the cool breeze from the distant sea-coast. He 
raised the sheet to his nose and smelled its perfume 
again; then he read it over and over^ as if some hid- 
den meaning might be forced from it He was not 
one fitted to carry on a Bacon-Shakespeare contro- 
versy, yet he did some fair analyzing, for a trader, 
during the long, hot afternoon. 

" She is somebody," he argued to himself. " ^ I 
am Dalmera Grahame' — ^if she hadn^t been any- 
body she'd have said: ^ I am an English girl — ^my 
name is Dalmera Grahame.' "... He con- 
tinued quoting: " * Why has the Admiral done noth- 
ing?' I really don't know, my dear young lady, 
I haven't the honor of the Admiral's acquaintance. 
. . . ' Percy Cunningham ' ? Cheer up ! Maybe he 
isn't dead; only in jail for drunk-and-disorderly." 

Duncan was not as flippant as his language. It 
was his method of working out his problems. When 
he came against a serious proposition he first neu- 
tralized its gravity, as it were, by translating it into 
terms of a joke. This did not mean, however, that 
he took it lightly; and it did not once occur to him, 
in all his pondering, to avoid the difEiculties of the 
situation into which he was on the verge of tumbling, 
by going about his business, and leaving other folks 
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THE THREE-CORNERED NOTE 

to attend to theirs. The method of keeping the 
streets of Jerusalem clean is admirable^ but it does 
not offer much excitement to those that practise it. 

All men work to live, whether they pursue the 
fleeing antelope, killing it for their sustenance, or 
engage in the more wearing occupation of killing 
time. Only men's definitions differ as to the mean- 
ing of living. Duncan was of the kind that must 
wander about the earth seeing things. Every new 
land to him was an invitation; every new adventure, 
another drop of the precious fluid, life, which flows 
in so many channels, is caught in such different ves- 
sels. Ihmcan knew that advantage did not accrue 
to him who crossed the Sultan's wilL Yet the thing 
he pondered now, note in hand, was not whether ad- 
vantage or adventure should prevail, but in what 
manner he should go about climbing this thorny 
hedge that Fate had placed in his path. To avoid 
the hedge guarding this garden of mystery did not 
cross his mind. 

The situation was a larger one than Duncan had 
ever tackled before. He had once had a queen in 
love with him, but she had been Queen of the Ana- 
bazis, an Indian tribe in South America. And he 
had known potentates familiarly, but they had been 
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chiefs of the Boomwallahs in Central Africa^ or 
kings of a valley apiece in the Himalayas. There 
had been no walls to surmount that reached to the 
skies, nor armies to be encountered that even world- 
powers reckoned with. A man with a magazine rifle 
could stand oflf the whole lot of the Boomwallahs; 
with a good pair of legs one might outrun the Ana- 
bazis. But when men crowd the earth, without civ- 
ilization, and with the will of a despot for law, it is 
as when vermin infest a bed — and the open is better. 

Duncan with his four baggage camels had intended 
leaving Kub-hub-nol the next morning. His trad- 
ing he preferred to carry on among the wandering 
tribes on the edge of the desert But an early de- 
parture was now impossible, unless he disregarded 
the letter that Fate had brought him; and he went 
down to his camel-driver and told him that he should 
stay where he was for a week or more. The camel- 
driver, Ben — ^he had a string of names, of which Ben 
was the most easily grasped by his master — ^grunted 
acquiescence with the stolidity of a man to whom 
one place is as good as another. 

It was late in the afternoon, the time when the 
city awoke after the heat of the day. Duncan went 
out and walked through the bazaar, now thronged 
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THE THREE-CORNERED NOTE 

with its bargaining life. From the safety of its 
teeming hnmanity he observed carefully the build- 
ing, whence had fallen the note. It was a blank 
wall for thirty feet; then high up under its eaves 
was a row of tiny latticed windows, through which, 
if eyes looked at all — and from what had occurred 
that noon, he judged they did — ^they looked unper- 
ceived by those outside. The slats of the blinds 
seemed built into the walls. 

The American having observed what he could, 
bought some fruit of an itinerant vender, and asked 
him what the building opposite was. 

**That is the Seraglio of the Sultan," the man 
answered importantly. " And never have splendors 
been seen on earth such as exist there. On the other 
side of the building are gardens containing trees, 
feathered with leaves from the very bottom, not with 
just a bunch on top as are the palms; and the gar- 
dens are filled with flaming birds that exist nowhere 
else in the world ; and they sing by day and by night, 
that there may always be happiness and contentment 
in this abode of the fortunate. And the wives of the 
Sultan — ^the most beautiful women from every na- 
tion — ^walk in the garden when it is cool, and come 
back into the palace when the sun shines warm, and 
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rest there, lulled by the murmur from the striving 
street below, thinking only of how they can make 
themselyes yet more beautiful for the coming of 
their lord," 

The man was of the class of story-tellers, and 
dwelt yet longer and more eloquently on the Sultan 
and his glories, raising his voice and following Dun- 
can when he tried to move away, until the American 
stilled his clamor with a small coin, or rather changed 
it into a psean of praise for the munificence of the 
stranger. 

Duncan had learned what he wished about the 
building opposite, and to get his money's worth from 
the fruit vender he also inquired his way to the Eng- 
lish consulate, and again had to pay for being piloted 
there, since alone the industrious Siroccan would 
not let him go. 

The English consul was in his office, very drunk, 
and playiog solitaire with a success that a masterful 
overriding of ordinary usage alone rendered pos- 
sible. The consul looked up stupidly, yet his first 
words startled Duncan not a little. 

"M-m-m'name 'sh Pershy 0-0-Ounningham," he 
stammered. " To whash owe honor of vish-vishit ? '^ 

Duncan stood open-mouthed at the name, coming 
22 • 



THE THREE-CORNERED NOTE 

ihuQ unexpectedly even as the mysterious letter itself. 
Percy Cunningham would have looked a better class 
young Englishman had he not been sodden with 
drink. He was of the tall, clean-limbed, yellow- 
haired variety that England breeds in abundance to 
go out and conquer the world, or to die of fever in 
outlandish places. 

^*M-m-m' oflishial buishness,*' Cunningham an- 
nounced with gravity, returning to the cards, and 
becoming rapt in the occupation of laying a red nine 
on a black ten, a nine which he arbitrarily extracted 
from the middle of the three cards he turned up, 
with a decision of character which robbed the game 
of its terrors. 

Duncan was amused, in spite of his irritation at 
finding the one man that might have helped him in 
this condition — ^a condition which his appearance 
plainly showed to be habitual. The American turned 
helplessly to the servant who had ushered him in. 

^' When does your master attend to his business t " 
he asked. 

" He is best when he has not been too long awake," 
the servant answered imperturbably. " When three 
time he has drunk, in the morning, his mind is clear- 
est Before that he trembles much, and will throw 
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things at the head for nothing. After that he gradu- 
ally forgets all things." 

" Is there an American consul in this town ? " 

^^ There was one till a month ago, when he died 
of fever. Now there are only four consuls left." 

Dimcan went away especially disgusted with Cun- 
ningham, because he was the one man who might 
have understood the situation and known how to han- 
dle it, if he had been sober. Still it was encour- 
aging to have come upon " Percy Cunningham " so 
soon. It was something to work on at least. He 
would try again in the morning if haply he might 
find him at that flood in the tide of his drinks, which, 
seized, might lead on to fortune, in this matter 
rightly concerning him more than it did Duncan. 

In the morning Duncan, in his energetic way, 
called too early. Cunningham, in his pajamas, was 
drinking his coffee with a shaking hand. He slopped 
in his chair, and his eyes looked bleary. 

" Gug-glad to meet anyone th-that tut-talks Eng- 
lish in this wretched h-h-h-hole," Cunningham said 
shakily. 

" Mighty glad myself,'^ Duncan replied cordially. 
" Ood-f orsaken kind of country this is," he went on 
conversationally; " pretty near anything might hap- 
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THE THREE-CORNERED NOTE 

pen here." He was trying to size up his man be- 
fore entrusting him with the news he had. 

^' Have a cuck-cup of coffee ? " Cimningham in- 
vited, pouring out another cup. He spilled half of 
it into the saucer with his shaking hand. " Sus- 
sorry," he stammered. "D-deuced bad cli-cli — , 
deuced bad cli — y bad weather, y^know. Racks your 
nerves to pup-pieces. Have to dud-drink all the time 
to keep ^em sus-steady." 

Evidently he did not drink enough, then; but if 
that was so he immediately did his best to repair 
the omission. Duncan, trying to size up his man, 
lost him before he ventured to approach the topic 
that had brought him there. Cunningham became 
hilariously, patriotically, Anglo-Saxonly drunk in an 
incredibly short time, and first wanted to whip Dun- 
can because of the slight put upon George the Third 
by Greorge Washington, then wished to join forces 
with Duncan, and with him wipe out the Sultan of 
Sirocco and every " damn nigger " in Africa. 

" Drunken fool ! " Duncan said to himself, after 
cordially bidding his host good-by and promising soon 
to see him again ; " that boy will be in his grave in- 
side of six months if he keeps on the way he is 
going." 
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The American carried a very poor impression 
away with him of the possibilities of Ommingham 
as an ally in a desperate undertaking. Kevertheless^ 
he had laid himself out to win the Englishman's 
friendship ; for he was still a possible aid; and Dun- 
can could not afford to neglect any sucL 
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THB AJUYTL MESSAGB 

Dttnoan was a resouroef ul man, and Cimningham 
appearing but a broken reed, he cast about for other 
means. For a day or two he scouted around the 
blank walls of the Sultan's palace and gardens with- 
out receiving much inspiration. The bribing of 
some ofBicial naturally presented itself to his mind, 
but did not conmiend itself to him. This would be 
putting himself and Dalmera Grahame absolutely in 
the power of some Siroccan with a proved lack of 
moral principles ; and the probability was that after 
having bled them as much as they could stand, he 
would betray them to the Sultan for still further 
rewards. It might become necessary to take this 
risk if every other way was exhausted, but for the 
present Duncan exercised his ingenuity to think of 
some other, cheaper method. For while Duncan had 
made considerable money, as the result of an adven- 
ture among the Anabazis in South America, he had 
not brought much with him^ trusting as he did to 
subsisting on the lands he passed through. 
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Various plans came to Duncan's mind, all of them 
risky and impracticable. He thought of tying a note 
to an arrow and shooting it at night over the building 
into the garden beyond, on the very minute chance 
that the English girl and no other would pick it up. 
Or of leaving a basket of fruit with her name on it 
at the palace gate, with a letter inserted in an apple, 
which plan had, among numerous other objections, 
the one that it would probably alarm the Sultan by 
showing him that some friend of the girl's was in 
Kub-hub-nol trying to communicate with her. 

Finally, after discarding these and other schemes, 
Duncan evolved one which at least had the merit of 
venturing little. Out in New Mexico, several years 
before in Duncan^s cowboy days, luck had once been 
against him so long that he had even left his saddle 
lying in the desert, from sheer inability to carry it 
away from the horse that had died under him on the 
South-West Trail. Staggering on, half-starved, 
Duncan had come upon a blacksmith's shop contain- 
ing two dead men. Opposite was a store, gutted. 
The ashes of a third house were blowing away in the 
dry wind, and revealing a number of half -burned 
bones. This was all that was left of Gimlet Well, 
stopping-place on the South-West Trail. The Greas- 



THE ANVIL MESSAGE 

ers had come across the border and wiped it out^ 
shortly before Duncan had staggered into it 

Duncan rooted around in the gutted store until 
he found a few cans of potted ham, of an order of 
cheapness that outdoor life alone rendered digestible, 
and some boxes of crackers, overlooked by the Greas- 
ers. He buried the two bodies, and then decided to 
grow up with the country. Any position in town 
was open to him. He would have preferred to be 
storekeeper had there been a little more stock to 
begin with. As it was, he chose the vocation of 
blacksmith, because of the forge and the anvil and 
the tools in the shop. 

In Gimlet Well Duncan stayed four months and 
three weeks. He obtaiued provisions from the pass- 
ing wagon-trains; and he was hardly ever alone more 
than a few days at a time. The South-West Trail 
was then much travelled, and his trade proved profit- 
able. The first few horses he shod perhaps looked 
down at their feet and wondered ; but Duncan was a 
handy man, and soon acquired proficiency through 
experience. 

Since leaving Gimlet Well Duncan had never 
practised blacksmithing professionally, although the 
knowledge he had gained had often been of service 
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to him in his wanderings. ITow^ however^ Duncan 
bought out a small shop on the outskirts of Kub- 
hub-nol, and moved it to a booth he rented in the 
bazaar just opposite the window whence had flut- 
tered the note from the Sultanas hareuL For a few 
hours the strange sight of a Ferenghi working as 
blacksmith caused the crowd around his booth to be 
denser than elsewhere; then the busy life of the 
bazaar flowed on, and Dimcan sank inconspicuously 
into it. 

Trade did not overwhelm Duncan on his first day 
in the bazaar, yet he did not idle when unemployed. 
Procuring a piece of cardboard, some two feet 
square, he drew on it, with charcoal, a large, plain- 
featured letter A, such as could be seen a long way 
off by one of normal eyesight, and himg it over the 
entrance to his booth. Then at intervals of about a 
minute he gave his anvil a hard blow on the nose 
that made it ring like a bell. Some of his fellow 
bazaar-dwellers looked at him curiously a few times, 
but they did not try to understand an Englishman: 
life was too strenuous for them to waste any of it 
in probing the foolish; and they let him keep up his 
regular minute-strokes without question, till he was 
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intemipted by Techryk, Captain of the Koyal Guard, 
riding by on his white stallion. 

Techryk was a man out of the common, or he 
would not have risen to the position he held; and one 
of his traits, very unusual in an Oriental, was the 
desire to try new things, to see if they were better 
than those he was accustomed to. It went with a 
daring of his nature, that had proved of use to the 
Sultan in the past It was this inquiring turn of 
mind which led him to try the Ferenghi blacksmith. 
He reined in before Duncan's booth and commanded 
the American to replace a shoe his stallion had cast 

" Shoe him well," he said haughtily, " for he is 
dear to me — dearer than you and your life." 

The words were not reassuring to Duncan. Tech- 
ryk watched the shoeing with the jealous eye with 
which a mother watches the barber clipping the curls 
of her first-bom — ^and the stallion had been taught 
to bear handling only from his master. Duncan's 
hands were unused to the trick he was called on to 
turn, and a botched job would mean at least a broken 
head for Duncan, here where they had never dreamt 
of a Horseshoers' Union. Yet, taking infinite pains, 
and recalling all that he had been wont to practise 
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at Gimlet Well, he elicited from Techryk a grunt 
of half-satisfaction when the job was completed. 

After the Captain in the tall, flaring boots and 
clanking spurs of the Royal Guard — ^which rides not 
as light as the ordinary Siroccan — ^had passed out 
of sight, Duncan turned over his piece of cardboard 
and executed a big B on its back ; and with this hang- 
ing where the A had hung, he rhythmically tapped 
the anvil with his hammer again, but this time gave 
two strokes and then an interval, instead of the single 
stroke that had accompanied the A. 

The noonday quiet had now descended upon the 
bazaar, and presently Duncan stopped his anvil- 
tapping to produce, on a fresh piece of cardboard, 
a C; and for the next hour, in the sleeping bazaar, 
the only sound was Duncan's hammer on his anvil, 
monotonously sounding its triple strokes to match his 
letter C. As he tapped, and as he waited, he kept 
watching the blank wall opposite. Would not an- 
other note flutter down into the hot Siroccan sun- 
shine from one of the little latticed windows up un- 
der the eaves ? Couldn't Dalmera Grahame see him, 
as she probably had before she had dropped down her 
first note ? Several times, oblivious of the heat pul- 
sating down from above and reflected back from be- 
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low, Dtmcan walked the length of the building, 
hunting for a note which might have escaped his 
notice, alert as that had been ; but no scrap of paper, 
no sign of any kind, rewarded him. 

By that hour in the afternoon when life began to 
reappear in the bazaar, Duncan was pretty well 
fagged out In Sirocco one must do as the Siroccans 
do, to endure the climate; and they hold that the 
middle of the day, even more than the middle of the 
night, is meant for sleep. Duncan hdd not rested, 
and he was now sitting in front of his booth, smoking 
at ease, and wondering if his well-laid plan was to 
come to nothing. He had just played his last card 
in the particular hand he held, and it was more risky 
than the first. Over his booth, as if it were a sign, 
he had placed the inscription on a long piece of 
board: "DO YOU UNDEESTAKD ? '' 

He had hoped that the English girl, seeing him in 
the booth, might associate the single taps of his ham- 
mer with the letter A, the double taps with the letter 
B, and the triple taps with the letter C. If she once 
understood that, it would be easy for him to spell 
out to her anything he had to say; and if she were 
able to drop notes to him, either at the noonday still- 
ness, or at night, they might be able to plan some 
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method of escape. But he was powerless unless she 
from the inside aided him. He had been across the 
street and convinced himself that his message could 
be read from a distance equal to that of the window, 
and now he saw nothing more to do until she gave 
some sign. 

As the rest and the pipe influenced Duncan he 
became more and more pleased with himself. His 
scheme was a good one. It might not work, but it 
was a good one, just the same. He regretted mildly 
that he had never learned the Morse code, since it 
would have simplified his tapping so much, but then, 
he reflected, the chances were a thousand to one that 
Dalmera Grahame, whoever she might be, was not 
a telegraph operator, and his momentary regret 
vanished. 
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IV. 

BXPLAIHIKG TO THX GRAND VIZIBB 

A MAN came caracoling down the street, on a flea- 
bitten Arab, and Duncan hoped that it might not be 
one to be shod. The horse was reined back on his 
hannches with the powerful lever of the spade bit; 
and Duncan took his pipe from his mouth, as he 
looked up at the spangled trappings of the horse, 
and then on at the white-robed rider above. Several 
other horsemen following the first, also reined in 
iheir bespangled steeds. 

" What is the meaning of that ? '^ the first Siroccan 
asked, pointing to Duncan's sign-message to the Eng- 
lish girL 

Duncan rose and took oflE his hat. He moved 
slowly, so as to give himself time to think without 
having the appearance of hesitation. He could not 
see danger threatening in the question, yet in Sirocco 
danger may lurk in anything. He was in doubt, and 
since he could not be silent longer, he followed Mark 
Twain's advice, when in doubt, and spoke the truth. 
He translated literally. 

The stranger smiled, and said in excellent English : 
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'^ It iss curious mark-trade, sign of business, iss it 
not?^^ 

Duncan was staggered at this display of English 
in a person evidently of importance enough to do him 
much harm; yet he answered with quick invention: 

" It is not a trade-mark, it is a mascot." 

" Mascot ? " the other repeated, not understanding 
the word. 

" Yes, it brings good fortune — ^it is from our sa- 
cred writings." Duncan ruthlessly forsook Mark 
Twain's advice for his practice. 

" Oh 1 a goode luck," the Siroccan said. " But if 
it is from your holly writings — ^your Bibble, do you 
not call it? — ^then it is goode for Kerlistian mans, 
not for us of the true faith ? " 

" It is good for everybody — ^wbm in a little bag 
about the neck — ^but of course it is best for us." 

The other seemed to ponder his words. " I know 
Kerlistian — ^Kerlistian boy. Will you make me one 
for her to wear about the neck in bag? " 

" I am a stranger here, and of my ignorance ask 
this question : Who is it that deigns to speak to me t " 
The Siroccan ways of speech are elegant, and Dun- 
can used them in asking his question, lest he give 
offence. 
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"I am Sultan's Grand Vizier/' the horseman 
answered. 

Dimcan bowed low before him. " It shall be ready 
in an hour. Will a servant call for it, or shall I 
bring it to your palace ? " 

" My servant will come for it in an hour, with a 
suitable reward for you. Make the amulet — ^what iss 
your word, the mascot — of a potency which shall ef- 
fect immediate cure. It is for invalid who is dear 
to the " — ^he hesitated — ^^ dear to me/' 

The Grand Vizier rode on, leaving Duncan en- 
grossed with a thought that swept all his fatigue 
away. Who could this "Kerlistian boy" be that 
was " dear to the — dear to me," except the English 
girl in the harem? The Grand Vizier had said, 
" Make one for her/^ Of course this might be mere 
ignorance of pronouns, or it might be a slip of the 
tongue very valuable to Duncan. He blessed the 
incurable superstition of the Oriental, which, even 
with an English education, such as the Grand Vizier 
had evidently had, retained a belief in charms and 
amulets and sacred words on strips of paper to be 
worn about the person. And furthermore, if Dal- 
mera Graham^ wre ill,, this might be the reason why^ 
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she had made no siga this day — ^and the thought was 
more inspiring than all else. 

With considerable pains, for he was no penman, 
Duncan printed in old English letters of a sort, his 
magic phrase, ^^ Do you understand 9 " If this was 
really intended for Dalmera Qrahame, and if she 
had curiosity enough to look at her amulet, she could 
not but suspect that something was on foot for her 
deliverance. Yet Duncan was tortured by the fear 
that she would not understand, that he was not mak- 
ing the most of this one chance that Providence was 
favoring him with for communicating with her. 
Surely if he put his wits to work he could make more 
of the opportunity. If she were ill, and thus had 
not seen his letter A displayed when he had struck 
single notes on the anvil, his B with the double notes, 
and his with the triple notes, then she could have 
, no inkling at what he was driving; might not even 
guess that it was in answer to her letter that this 
^'mascot'' came to her, and that the dang of the 
anvil was piercing the walls of the harem. Would 
it be possible to write tiny initials " D. G.^^ under 
the inscription, in order to indicate to her that the 
message was really addressed to herself, and then 
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trust to some ingenious explanation to the Vizier to 
aoeonnt for them — ^initials which the Vizier might 
or might not recognize ? And if he risked the in- 
itials how could he be sure that she would even open 
the charm " to be worn about her neck " ? Doubt- 
leaSy she had been bombarded with numerous other 
charms, and would have no curiosity to examine it. 
And to risk putting her initials on the outside would 
be sheer madness. 

Duncan was sitting with the slip of paper in his 
hand, smoking hard, and thinking harder, when he 
remembered the note she had written to him. If he 
were to use part of that for his amulet, and leave 
enough of her writing so that she would be sure to 
recognize it, then there would be no doubt about her 
opening it. 

He took her note from his pocket and read it over 
carefuUj, to find where he could cut a non-committal 
strip from it. Her handwriting was large^ and the 
words ^'why have my friends ^^ covered about as 
much paper as he desired. He cut out the strip, and 
on the back made his device, Do you understand? in 
the old English text which practice had somewhat 
improved. Then with a piece of bread left from his 
hmeheon he rubbed out the English girl's hand- 
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writing till it was only faintly legible. A little soot 
caref ully rubbed on gave the whole thing the appear- 
ance of being an old, soiled piece of paper. 

When the servant arrived from the Vizier, Duncan 
insisted that he must deliver the charm to his master 
himself. Impassively, the Oriental led the way, and 
Duncan, having closed his shop, followed. The 
Vizier gave him audience in a little ante-room, and 
seemed not in the best of humor. He took the slip 
of paper which Duncan tendered him, and glanced 
contemptuously at it. 

" Could you not find a clean piece of paper ? " he 
asked angrily, in his own tongue. "This filth is 
not fit for one of my friends." 

" Give it back to me ! " Duncan answered, with a 
pretence of anger. " This piece has been made holy 
by other writings. It has descended from father to 
son for a thousand years — do you not see ? " and he 
pointed to the half-effaced writing on the back. 
" But I will get you a clean piece — since that is all 
that you desire." Duncan turned and was stalking 
out of the room. 

"Wait!" the Vizier called. "I have but just 
awakened from sleep, and did not think when I 
spoke. I see now that it indeed bears the mark of 
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holly usage. Give it back to me. And the reward 
which I sent by my servant iss not enough — I will 
give you double as much." 

With apparent reluctance Duncan allowed himself 
to be persuaded to give back the charm, and departed 
with a gift which made his stay in Sirocco thus far 
a profitable one, and with an exultation in his heart 
which it required all his self-control not to manifest. 



41 



V. 

A FUTILB CALL ON OXmNINGHAH 

DuNOAsr did not return to his shop that afternoon. 
With a pleasantly comfortable feeling of having out- 
witted his fellow man, he wended his way to the 
British consul's. Of course, if the " Eerlistian boy '* 
were not Dalmera Grahame then this missive would 
fail of its object^ but even then no harm had been 
done. 

There was some connection between Dalmera 
Grahame and Cunningham. That her letter had 
shown. If the consul happened to be sober, Duncan 
would try to find out what it was. To Duncan's 
disgust, however, Cunningham was in a maudlinly 
sentimental state when he arrived. 

" M' lost Lenore I " Cunningham exclaimed, grasp- 
ing Duncan's hand with tearful effusion. 

"Aha I he's got another girl, has he?" Duncan 
thought. "The pup I" 

" Darkness there, and nothing more I " Cunning- 
ham continued, and Duncan noticed that that made 
a rhyme. 
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" Let my heart be still and this mystery explore 1 
You^re — a g-goo' feller/' Cimningham embraced 
him fervently. " Th-thought you were a gen-genel- 
man, y* know, till m' shervant tole m-me you were 
a bub-blacksmitL B-b-but you're a goo' feller just 
the same, 'n' I'll ming-mingle my tearsh wiz yours, 
over thish bub-beautiful pome — 'dreaming dreams 
no mortal ever dared to dream before.' " 

Duncan could not quite make out how much of 
this was drink and how much was poetry, not being 
of a literary turn of mind himself; but quick irrita- 
tion seized him to see this man, who might help him 
so much, in this condition. 

"Why the hell don't you quit dreaming dreams 
and brace up ? " he said roughly. " You'll be in a 
cofBn inside of a year, if you don't look out" 

'*M-my heart's in the gr — ^ in the gr — ^ in the 
tomb now," Cunningham replied, weeping copiously. 
" ' And my heart from out that shadow that lies float- 
ing on the floor shall be lifted — ^nevermore.' " Cun- 
ningham had the faculty possessed by some that stut- 
ter, of repeating quotations almost without trouble. 

" Never mind your heart," Duncan answered, still 
feeling vaguely that he was contending with poetry 
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as well as with drink. " What do you know of Dal- 
mera Grahame ? '* 

" Dalmera I " Cunningham started up and glared 
at Duncan. Then his confused mind veered. " Dal- 
mera Grahame — ^whash the use ? ^' he moaned. " I 
d-did try — ^was s-s-straight as a shtring for a year — 
and then the lions — ^the lions 1 '* he shrieked. 
"They'd eat her again — th-they'd eat her again. 
I'm go-going to k-keep drunk s-so they w-w-won't eat 
her. Whash use ? M' lost Lenore 1 " 

Cunningham dropped his head forward on the 
table on his arms, moaning and repeating inarticu- 
late words. 

Duncan saw that nothing could be done with him 
to-day. All that Cunningham had said sounded like 
sheer nonsense. Probably he had been her lover — 
so much had Duncan surmised from her own letter. 
It did not seem probable that lover would develop 
into rescuer unless he took more of a brace than Dun- 
can considered him capable of. 

Duncan's way back to his room at the caravansary, 
where his four camels and the stolid Ben, their 
driver, waited, lay past the Sultan's palace, and in 
the deepening dusk Duncan looked up at the blank 
walls and wondered what chance of escape there 
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might be from them. After he had eaten his sup- 
per he went out again to see what watchmen there 
were about the palace. He found everything black 
and lonely as the tomb the maudlin Cunningham had 
prated about in the afternoon. Eub-hub-nol was not 
well lighted, and honest folk stayed so religiously at 
home, unless they were rich enough to be able to 
afford a retinue, that dishonest folk found small 
profit in haunting the streets. A watchman here and 
there with his spear and his lantern made pretence 
of safeguarding the city; but his lantern seemed to 
Duncan only a warning for the evildoer, and his 
spear but a rest for himself. A few dogs scuffled 
about in the blackness, with furtive yelps and bark- 
ings. Except for them, darkness alone claimed the 
city. And the darkest place of all was beneath the 
overhanging eaves of the Sultan's harem. 
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VI. 

ABRAOK, PHYSICIAN TO THE SXTLTABT 

The next day, with the renewed hope of the morn- 
ing upon him, Duncan again went through his pro- 
gramme of A, B and 0, single, double, and triple 
strokes. Then, lest there should be any question that 
he was limited to these letters, he added a four-stroke 
D; and afterwards he spelled out — and a laborious 
process he found it, especially when he came to the 
m's and r's — ^the name Dahnera Grahame. " Most 
people like to see their name in the newspapers and 
such," he soliloquized. ^^I expect this will please 
her mightily." 

He had got through with his spelling and was 
resting, as the activity of the bazaar began to wane 
toward eleven o'clock, when he observed a curious 
figure approaching him. It was that of a tall man, 
closely hooded and cloaked, and with a handkerchief 
drawn across his face somewhat after the manner of 
the Siroccan women. The eyes only were exposed, 
and gleamed from the cavernous depths of his hood 
with no feminine softness. His costume was en- 
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tirely of grey, and when he was close Duncan could 
see that in spite of its severe simplicity it was of 
rich texture. And Duncan noticed that even in the 
busy, self-centred bazaar the grey figure, wending its 
way unobtrusively along, made an impression, an 
impression not at all due to the efforts of his slave 
or servant following closely at his heels ; for the ser- 
vant seemed to demand attention as little as his mas- 
ter. Yet people shrank away as the grey figure 
passed, and always there was a little cleared space 
about him, both before and behind. 

Duncan wondered at this as he watched the pair 
approach; for the bazaar is no respecter of persons 
or personages, unless they are accompanied by slaves 
with sticks to beat respect into those that stand in 
the way. The hooded man walking quietly along 
needed no slaves to clear his path. Men silently 
stepped aside, and when they returned to their usual 
vocations it was less vociferously, as if something 
had occurred to chasten their spirits. 

Whatever influence the stranger exerted on others 
was not felt by Duncan, and he remained calmly 
seated and smoking, even when the man stopped in 
&ont of him and glared steadfastly, it might be 
menacingly, at him from under his hood* The skve 
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glided around in front of his master when he stopped, 
and watched him as intently as the latter was watch- 
ing Duncan. 

At length the hooded man made a few motions 
with his hands, and the slave, translating them, 
turned quickly to the American and said : " Ton do 
not know my master ? " His voice showed the re- 
sentment he felt at Duncan's attitude. 

Duncan took his pipe from his mouth. " No '* 
he answered. 

" He is Abrack, physician to the Sultan.'^ 

Duncan rose to his feet. He had taken an un- 
accountable dislike to this cloaked and face-hidden 
physician, and instinctively felt him his enemy. On 
his feet he felt less at a disadvantage. Unless the 
looks Abrack cast at Duncan belied him, the feeling 
between the two was mutual. He made a few quick 
gestures with his hands, and the servant, who seemed 
to understand his slightest sign, said: 

" Yesterday you gave a charm to the Grand Vizier 
:which was of some efficacy in the case it was used 
upon." Duncan's heart gave a joyful leap at the 
news. ''My master, as the Sultan's physician, 
would like to obtain more charms ; for others in the 
Sultan's palace are ill." 
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Duncan did not answer immediately^ and at a 
gesture from his master the slave continued, in a 
low tone, in which the menace was plain: 

"Have them ready to-day — and before the gates 
of the city dose, take your reward and hasten 
away ! " 

Duncan threw back his head and laughed; threats 
inspired him to contrariness. 

** My master is lord of life and death/' the slave 
continued, and there was belief in his voice. " See 1 *' 
and, swooping down, he caught up a little cur dog 
of the bazaar, which had been nosing around Dun- 
can's shop for two days in a friendly way, and held 
it out to his master. 

The grey man reached forth his hand, and as it 
closed upon the poor, friendly pup there was a shrill 
yelp, and the little beast stiffened out dead. 

With swift anger, impolitic as it was sudden, 
Duncan reached for his blacksmith's hammer and 
brought the handle down hard across the physician's 
wrist. 

Abrack, with a yell shriller than that his victim 
had just given, dropped the little dog, and as he 
dropped it, a ring fell from his finger and bounced 
into the debris beneath the forge. Duncan saw it, 
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but the grey man was too much occupied with his 
wrist to notice it^ and his servant seemed frozen with 
horror at the indignity that had been done his mas- 
ter. 

"And now get outl " Duncan used a Siroccan 
expression far from polite. He was already sorry 
that he had let his anger fly away with him^ but 
apologizing could do no good. 

The grey man might have been master of life and 
deaths but he was not master of himself when in pain^ 
and he still moaned and caressed his bruised wrist. 
At Duncan's order he started oflf in a dazed way, 
when he seemed to notice the loss of his ring, and 
stopping, glanced eagerly about, motioning to his 
servant in a way that caused him to fall on his knees 
and begin to hunt for it. 

But Duncan's irritation was not yet gone, and it 
blazed up anew now that his command was ignored. 
" Gret out of here 1 '' he roared, and raised his ham- 
mer, this time holding the handle and threatening 
them with the head. 

Servant rivalled master in the celerity with which 
he obeyed the order this time. Duncan had no 
sooner cleared out the pair than he was sorry he had 
permitted himself this outbreak. If not on his own 
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account^ then on another's, he had no right to take 
the risks which would come from offending so power- 
fid a person as the Sultan's physician. And yet on 
thinking it over^ Duncan was not certain that hu- 
mility would have served him any better. From the 
man's demands it was evident that he cared to have 
no rival amulet dispenser in the neighborhood of the 
Sultan; and since it would not have suited Duncan 
to go away just then, perhaps it was as well to have 
an open break with this Abrack as to try vainly to 
temporize with him. 

Duncan's quarrel had not passed unnoticed by the 
bazaar, yet so great was the fear inspired by the sinis- 
ter Siroccan that, instead of the noisy rabble that 
would ordinarily have gathered at the spectacle, fur- 
tive glances from a distance were all that the en- 
counter evoked. And the busy tradesmen disap- 
peared into the quiet that the noonday wrought rather 
sooner than usual, as if even to witness the discom- 
fiture of the physician were ill-omened. 

Duncan did not return to the caravansary. He 
had brought his luncheon with him to the shop so 
that nothing might happen in his absence. Before 
eating it he remembered the physician's ring, and 
found it among the debris. It was an odd ring, of 
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dull gold, and in one place was raised in a fine point 
ExamiTiing it more closely, Duncan saw that the 
point was hollow, and that across the large opening 
on the inside of the ring a thin skin was stretched. 
As Duncan pressed this a greenish liquid spurted out 
of the point 

The American laid down the ring and mopped 
his brow. He felt a sudden disinclination to finish 
his luncheon. The suspicion that had come to him 
made the cold sweat break out on him. With a piece 
of bread he lured one of the bazaar dogs within his 
reach, and thrust the sharp point of the ring into 
him. The cur gave a little yelp, as the first one had, 
and stiffened out in deatL 

Duncan's nerve was shaken. ^^ Beats brass 
knuckles all hollow," he said to himself. ^^I'm 
not surprised they don't crowd you on the street" 

Very gingerly he put the ring on, and turned it 
around on his finger till the golden fang was on the 
inside. Half closing his hand, he found that the 
point was so ingeniously curved that it could be worn 
thus without danger to the wearer. ''Do a man 
while you're giving him the glad hand," Duncan 
observed. "You're away ahead of a snake at his 
own game." Indeed, the ring was made exactly on 
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the principle of a serpent's tooth. When the point 
was sunk into its victim the pressure of the finger 
underneath, on the flexible skin, forced the poison 
up through the opening. It was wonderfully ingen- 
ious, and wonderfully vicious, and with such a death- 
dealing instrument at his command it was no wonder 
the reputation of the Sultan's physician was enough 
to give him room in the crowded bazaar. 

In spite of a courage that had been tested in all 
parts of the world, cold shivers chased up and down 
Duncan's spine as he tried to imagine what other 
resources Abrack had at his command. He gazed 
long at the ring. " Wonder where you reload when 
your film's all used up ? " he murmured. 

On this day he also had the pleasure of seeing the 
Sultan on his way to the mosque. He looked at him 
with interest, and found him not a bad-looking man, 
as Siroccans go. Duncan sat well back in his booth, 
to escape notice; but when the Sultan's carriage of 
state was directly opposite his shop the potentate 
turned squarely and looked at the American. 

" I hope you'll know me when you see me again," 
Duncan muttered. And his wish, as he found later, 
was fulfilled. 
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THB TIME APPOINTED 



DimoAN felt the need of air and action. He care- 
fully secreted the ring in a crevice of his shop, and 
went out into the hot sunshine. A scrap of white 
gleamed at him from across the deserted street. He 
had almost forgotten the English girl for whose sake 
he was in his present position; but he saw the note 
almost without surprise, such confidence had he felt 
that his plan was one to stand the test of practice. 
He turned back at sight of the letter. The caution 
that had deserted him in his interview with the 
physician returned with redoubled vigor now, because 
of the previous outbreak. The bazaar appeared 
dead, yet there might be eyes to see him pick up the 
note, and to have suspicion aroused by the action. 
Quickly he cut a horse-shoe nail in two and drove 
it into the heel of his shoe, leaving a half inch pro- 
jecting. Then he walked across the street and re- 
turned to his shop with the note impaled on his heel. 

"I understand, you blessed, mysterious black- 
smith," so read the note, " but oh, what can we do ? 
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Yesterday I was ill till they brought me your * amu- 
let,' and wasted a day; and to-morrow we go to the 
Sultan's Palace of Peace, among the hills — and there 
is less chance there than here. And I shall die if I 
have to live on, as I have lived the last year, without 
a word from anyone. What is to be done? Can 
you attack us as we travel to the other palace ? Or 
a strong man might work the lattices of the windows 
loose — ^I could, myself, once. They tell me that all 
my friends think I am dead, and that if they try 
to do anything I shall, in truth, be dead. But tell 
me what to do. I will dare anything, take any risks 
to escape. Dalmeba Gbahame." 

Duncan stood up and drew a long breath, stretch- 
ing his arms above his head. " Damn him ! '' he 
said, and the muscles of his mouth were tense. He 
felt exhilarated. It must all happen to-day. He 
forgot the heat, he forgot Abrack and his rings. The 
thought of Oimningham came to him and was dis- 
missed. The game would be won or lost before the 
stuttering English consul could sober up. And Dal- 
mera Grahame would be worth risking one's life for. 
There would plainly be no hesitating on her part, 
no hanging back that would endanger them botL 
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Only one of her schemes was practicable, and noth- 
ing better suggested itself to Duncan. With his 
small resources an attack on the guard of the harem, 
as it travelled to the Palace of Peace, was out of the 
question. A rescue that night, through one of the 
windows whose lattices might be worked loose, was 
the only chance. The room into which these windows 
opened he judged by her letter to be deserted at night 

Picking up his hainmer he beat a preliminary fan- 
fare on the anvil, and then spelled out: 

" Shall rescue you to-night. What time can you 
drop string from window ? Eoll your note into ball, 
and dirty outside, so it won't be noticed. Drop it 
after I tap three times.'* 

Slowly and carefully he spelled out his message 
so that she might lose none of it. While waiting for 
her to write an answer he extracted the nail from 
his heel and set it in the end of his whangee stick. 
Her note, rolled into a ball, might be difficult to spear 
with his heel. 

In fifteen minutes he gave the signal, and walked 
across the street A pellet struck near him and rolled 
into the gutter. It was fortunate he was on the alert 
or he never would have found it, so well had the 
English girl followed his instructions. 
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" The large hall whose windows are opposite the 
bazaar is deserted after ten o'clock at night What 
is there for us to do but to listen to the myradjous, 
and eat and sleep t At midnight it would be as safe 
as at any time for you to come. I will let down a 
worsted thread from the window which seems the 
weakest It is the only string I can get Oh ! can 
it be true that I shall be out of here to-morrow, even 
if I am only a fugitive, fleeing for my life ? I will 
risk the desert — ^the chance of being captured and 
killed — anything to escape. D. G/' 
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IN THE BLAOK NIGHT 

When the light dies out of the sky to the west of 
Kub-hub-nol, the city dies with it There is none 
of the fascinating night life that blossoms under ar- 
tificial light Those persons that have homes curl 
up in them, with doors and windows close shut, and 
even the moon does not call them forth. And the 
moon above Kub-hub-nol shines with a brilliance that 
makes it half-sister to the sim, as the darkness of 
Kub-hub-nol is the blackness of the grave. Even the 
dogs slink into the crevices of the city, when no moon 
encourages them to come out and roam and howL 

At eleven o'clock Duncan awakened his driver, 
Ben, and told him to make the two swiftest of his 
camels ready, with saddles and small parcels of food 
and drink on each. Ben gnmted at being disturbed 
at this unseemly hour, and waked the camels, who 
gnmted in their turn. 

"Here are wages for one month from to-night," 
Duncan said. " Stay here till I come back." 

Duncan went, and Ben looked after him into the 
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opaque night, and contemplated absconding with his 
month's wages. Then he thought of the other two 
camels and lay down to rest between them. "A 
month f " He had known other men to go forth for 
a month and not to return in a year. If Duncan did 
not come in a month, then would the other two 
camels be his — ^who's else ? — and he would be a rich 
man. Moreover, he liked his master after a fashion, 
and feared him more; and finally, he had this life 
of hours and days to live: why would it be better to 
move swiftly from one place to another, rather than 
to stay in calm contemplation here ? 

In Sirocco, with its heat, much travelling is done 
at night, and the camels, after their first protesting 
grunts at being disturbed, when sleep had seemed 
their portion, swung off with the confidence of eyes 
that see better than man's. Fortunately for Duncan, 
the road from the caravansary to the bazaar was 
straight As it was, he passed the palace without 
seeing it, and when he discovered his mistake and 
tamed about he only found his shop after much 
search. There he left the camels, and groped his way 
along the wall of the palace for the worsted string 
Dalmera Gbahame had promised to let down. In 
the dark one loses the sense of proportion in distance 
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and time; and to Duncan it seemed as if the morning 
would break before he found the string. The touch 
of the worsted — ^he had bared his arms that he might 
have more feeling surface — encouraged him at last 
Evidently nothing had gone wrong up above. 

To the worsted he tied a piece of stout twine, and 
gave three light taps on the wall. He had neglected 
to arrange a signal with the girl, but she evidently 
guessed what he meant, and the twine slipped rapidly 
aloft Presently it stopped, and then was jerked 
twice, as if for another sign. 

" Clever girl 1 " Duncan muttered, and he re- 
peated the signal gently, in order not to jerk the cord 
from her hands. To its end was already attached 
a rope, and finally that, too, ceased ascending, and 
a little later was agitated from above, in rope waves. 
Duncan tested it lightly, then more heavily, and 
finally with all his weight It did not give, and he 
began his climb into the black bowels of the sky. 

He had thought of knotting the rope, but had 
decided against it It would make the rope con- 
siderably heavier, perhaps so heavy that the girl 
might not be able to pull it up ; and besides, thoiigh 
the knots would help him to climb, they might be in 
the way, if it became necessary to descend with speed. 
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He had provided himseM with a heavy pair of gloves, 
smeared with pitch; and his light cotton trousers he 
had wound round and round to his hips with strips 
of pitched cloth, to help him in climbing, and to 
protect him in the subsequent sliding down. 

It was a nerve-trying task. In his travels over 
the world Duncan had become good enough sailor to 
feel at home on a rope; but he had never before 
climbed a rope under the same conditions. After he 
had been ascending for some minutes, climbing slowly 
and resting frequently, with the rope twined around 
one leg and pinched between his thighs to take the 
strain off his hands, he seemed to be in an immen- 
sity of void that made his head swim. On and on 
he climbed, all sense of distance lost He thought 
he had gone up a mile. The rope seemed stretching 
into infinity. He half lost his head, and had the 
feeling that if he were to relax his hold he could slide 
down and down and never reach the bottom — ^that he 
could fall from his height and keep on falling 
through all eternity. The world seemed to have re- 
solved itseK into nothingness. 

Still he toiled upward. He could see no lights. 
None shone from the town. The overhanging eaves, 
or clouds, hid the stars. The distant ray of a candle 
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would have afforded Duncan some comfort There 
are degrees of blackness, as there are shades of black, 
and this was a degree that oppressed the brain, that 
sucked the substance out of one, that left nothing 
but void within to match the void without, that re- 
solved man into his original molecules. 

One of the camels in the street coughed, and the 
sound came up to Duncan as a faint roar from the 
demoniac chaos below. 

At last the rope in Duncan's hands quivered in 
rhythmic vibrations, as if someone were tapping it 
This steadied him; it resolved the chaos about him 
into component parts, intelligible to the human brain. 
The night became night, the rope, rope, and he was 
again an American trader trying to rescue an un- 
fortunate English girl from the harem of the Sultan. 

Probably to Dalmera Grahame, above, the time 
had seemed even longer than it had to Duncan. He 
supported himself on his rope-twisted leg, and tapped 
encouragingly in reply, "0. K." The distraction 
did him good, and he went at the remainder of his 
climb with steadier nerves. 

From the way the rope hung, he could tell that he 
was near the top. Presently it slanted in still more 
sharply toward the wall — a little more shinning and 
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a hand touched his^ and a whisper in the darkness 
said: 

^' I have worked one of the slats loose before you 
came to-night. I was afraid to try any more while 
you were climbing, for fear you would think it was 
someone else up here." 

" Bully for you ! We'll have you out of here in 
a jiffy, now," Duncan whispered back. " I have a 
piece of short rope with me, to tie around your waist 
when we slide down. Can you fasten it to three or 
four of the upper slats, so that I can sit on it while 
I work on the lower ones ? " 

" Yes," came the soft answer in the dark. 

The girl showed him where to insert the ends of 
the rope, thrusting her arm through the aperture she 
had made. 

"Can you tie a square knot?" Duncan asked. 
" I shouldn't want to sit on this rope with only a 
granny knot to hold me up." 

" Tes — ^it is tied. Oh, be quick! " 

Duncan set swiftly to work* He had brought a 
pointed cold chisel in his pocket, but even without it 
he would have had no great difficulty with the win- 
dow. The slats were of iron, and the mortar in 
which they were imbedded had crumbled and worn 
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from the fierce winds of tlie desert No one in the 
palace, probably, had ever thought their strength 
would be tested, so far from the ground. The iron 
slats were more to protect the modesty of the wives, 
who, through curiosity, might be tempted to show 
their faces to the world below, than to guard against 
intruders. 

At first it seemed to Duncan that he made the 
noise of an earthquake in chipping away the mortar. 
He desisted every few seconds and listened for the 
approach of some avenging eunuch. Kone appeared, 
and with custom the noise came to sound more nat- 
ural. He worked steadily and cautiously, freeing 
one slat and then another, which Dalmera took and 
laid down carefully inside. Enough slats had been 
removed to give space for her escape, when Duncan 
heard a smothered gasp from the girl, and a sword 
slipped keenly through his shirt and cut the rope 
he was sitting on. 

The sounds made in removing the slats had wak- 
'fened some eunuch after all ; and with a little better 
luck, the sword-thrust would have sent a corpse hurtr 
ling to the ground. Had Duncan not had his right 
hand on the longer rope, and been in the act of 
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taking his weight off the sling in which he was sit- 
ting, the cuttiog of the latter would have been as 
efficacious as a deadlier thrust, and he would have 
fallen and been an agreeable sight for the Sultan 
in the morning. As it was, the cutting of the rope 
probably saved his life ; for he swung down the length 
of his arm, and the thrusts that were being made 
from above did not reach him. For one desperate 
instant, though, it seemed as if his grasp on the rope 
would be wrenched loose before he could get his other 
hand on it, too. 

With that quick working of the instinct of self- 
preservation which saves the men that are destined 
to live, Duncan curled his legs around the rope and 
slid for the ground, with the speed with which fire- 
men slide down their poles in the engine house ; and, 
like them, his hands did not touch the rope at all, 
and the friction of the descent was taken out on the 
putties with which he had wound his legs — ^he found 
them scorched in the morning. 

In the darkness Duncan was unable to gauge the 
distance accurately, and came to the ground with a 
hard bump. But he did not reach it an instant too 
soon; for as he struck it, the rope came coiling down 



06 



SIROCCO 

on top of him, the keen-edged blade of the eunuch 
having stopped its futile thrusts at Duncan and sev- 
ered the rope a second too late for his destruction. 

Duncan^s feet were numb from the force with 
which they struck the ground, and he was beaten over 
the head by the falling rope ; but he picked himself 
up instantly and groped his way to the camels. 
Shouts came from above. A light shone from the 
window, disarmed of its lattice, and helped Duncan 
to find one of his camels. He mounted it and started 
precipitately up the street He was still half -stunned, 
as much by the rapid and unexpected course of events 
as by the physical manifestations that had accom- 
panied them. 

Luck, or the instinct of the camel, carried him 
straight to the nearest gate of the city. He was on 
it before he knew, and through ; nor did he pay atten- 
tion to the faint shout that presently was borne on 
the wind after him. The gateways of the Sultan's 
capital are guarded by troops, but the Siroccan sol- 
dier is fonder of lingering sleepily in the sentry-box 
than of standing guard. 

The gentle night breeze cooled Duncan's head, and 
enabled him to think. There would be pursuit, and 
sentries questioned ; but Duncan knew that he could 
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trust this sentry, for his own sake, to do some valiant 
lying. He felt at the front of his saddle for his 
holster, and as his hands came into contact only with 
the parcel of food, he had the bitter disappointment 
of knowing that he was on the camel he had intended 
for Dalmera, and was without firearms of any kind. 

Out in the open the blackness was less opaque. 
The clouds seemed partially to have rolled away, and 
the night was of clear, translucent darkness, with a 
few stars overhead. Duncan thought of the girl who 
ought to have been fleeing with him, and wondered 
what her fate would be. It could hardly be worse 
than before ; and of course it was possible that her 
part in the escapade was undetected. The eunuch 
had come upon them entirely in the dark; perhaps 
she had been able to return to her room without being 
recognized. Then suspicion might rest on her no 
more than on the rest of the Sultan's wives. At any 
rate, Duncan would only have harmed her by stay- 
ing; he could not possibly have done any good. 

The American scowled at himself as he followed 
out this line of reasoning. " Precious little I thought 
of her when that eunuch was jabbing at me with his 
toad-sticker. I just slid for home, and that's the 
trutL" 
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A bitter sense of failure came over him. Then 
the muscles of his jaws tightened, and his brows low- 
ered over his eyes: 

" All down ! " he nodded grimly to an invisible 
audience. " Set 'em up in the other alley." 



IX. 

THE SUIiTAN DISTTTBBED 

The Sultan of Sirocco had an intense desire to 
capture Duncan in health and with all his nerves 
in good working order. He spent hours pacing rest- 
lessly through his palace^ trying to decide whether 
it would be more satisfactory to peel his skin off in 
strips, beginning by tearing out his finger and toe- 
nails, or to suspend him over a cauldron of boiling 
oil, and lower him into it by nice gradations. Prom 
the outset he had dismissed the idea of caging him 
and watching him starve, day by day. He wanted 
more action for his money. The Sultan of Sirocco 
was fiercer than the fierce wind that bears the name 
of his kingdom, and starvation was too slow and 
smooth. He was "foaming in full body," and he 
desired Duncan to die, foaming in full body, before 
his eyes. 

Meanwhile Du^ncan, leagues away, was speeding 
out into the desert as fast as his stout Mulaid camel 
— ^not the swift passenger Bisharin, alasl but the 
heavier freight beast — could carry him. Luckily for 

69 



SIROCCO 

him the Saltan's capital deseired its name of Eub- 
hub-nol, " Edge-of-the-desert," else had the Sultan 
made up his mind and begun operations before now. 

Duncan made straight out into the desert His 
chance of escape was one in a hundred. Were he 
to keep in on the fertile strip along the coast there 
would be no chance at all. Fifteen minutes out of 
Kub-hub-nol he stopped and listened. The stallion- 
mounted cavalry of the Sultan's Guard were clank- 
ing off in gallops to right and to left Though he 
could not hear them, some were also assuredly gal- 
loping straight away from him out of the other side 
of the town. None were coming into the desert 
His immediate fears were lessened. He had rea- 
soned rightly; they had supposed he would try to 
escape to the sea. The American spoke to his camel 
and moved farther away into the desert, which, ter- 
rible though it was, was yet less cruel than man. 

By luck, or through the instinct of the camel, Dim- 
can came upon the celebrated Sehgiz Cleft after a 
hard night's travel, just as dawn was breaking. He 
stopped there thankfully during the heat of the day, 
eating the dates from the palms, dozing, and watch- 
ing his camel graze and drink. Knowing nothing 
of the country, and being thinly clad, he decided to 
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travel at night, when the cool desert breeze invited 
to action, not to sleep, and to rest during the heat of 
the day. He could guide his course as well by the 
stars as by the sun, and was less visible himself to 
chance travellers, who might own the Sultan as their 
lord. His hope was to get well to the east, and then 
make a dash for the sea through the thin strip of 
habitable land along the coast. This was the only 
chance of escape he could see. 

Late in the afternoon Duncan roused himself from 
his somnolence and examined the Sehgiz Cleft with 
interest. He had heard of it often, as all must who 
have been in Sirocco. To the natives it is the most 
wonderful and providential oasis in the world, and 
the stream that issues from it the most wonderful 
river. They call it a river, just as in Chicago the 
children speak of the artificial mound in Lincoln 
Park as a mountain, because they have never seen a 
real one. And besides, all things are relative, and 
where a mud puddle and two date palms are an 
oasis, a stream which a man couldnH jump across, 
and in which he might be drowned, if he abstained 
from crawling up either bank, seems a good deal 
of a river. 

As a matter of fact, however, at its source the 
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Sehgiz is more a tiny lakd than a river* It begins 
full-sized in the Cleft^ fed by an undergronnd springy 
its sides of vertical rock. Thence it runs oS into the 
desert^ and dwindles away to a wet streak of sand in 
the arid land. It has peculiarities shared by no other 
stream. Its length varies with the thirst of the des- 
ert storms^ and at times it is higher not only than 
the surrounding country^ but higher than its banks 
themselves. When the wind blows the dry sand away 
from its tail^ where it is only a streak of wet, the 
streak of wet sand is left protruding, until the water 
gradually oozes down to the lower level, and the 
streak, in its turn, dries out and blows away. 

As for the Cleft itself, it is the sure refuge for 
travellers in this region from the dreaded sandstorms. 
From some peculiarity of its formation, the storms 
pass harmlessly over it, instead of choking it up, as 
one might suppose they would, and what sand trickles 
down is carried oflE by the Sehgiz river. 

Duncan did not spend much time loitering in the 
Cleft, after the heat of the day was over. He 
mounted his camel, and during the whole of the sec- 
ond night the tireless feet of the Mulaid padded 
steadily before the cold desert wind. The awkward, 
swaying gait of the animal tired him, hcnrseman, 
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though he was^ and gave him a touch of the camel- 
sickness^ which is akin to sea-sickness. Once he got 
oS and tried running alongside; but he found he 
oould by no means keep up with the lumbering gait 
of the camel over the tiring footing aflforded by the 
desert sand and shale. Every hour or so Duncan 
stopped his camel and dismounted to stretch his 
stiffened body while the Mulaid rested. At one of 
these halts the camel turned his head and sniffed up 
the breeze, opening his mouth to roar. Duncan 
struck him on the nose and stopped the roar, then 
clambered quickly on his back and listened. The 
dry rustle of the sand, moving before the wind, was 
the only sound he could hear, and he resumed his 
journey. 

When the first rays of the sun poured over the 
horizon Duncan looked behind him. An eighth of 
a mile away was another camel, bearing an armed 
man. It appeared there so unsensationally that 
Duncan was hardly startled. Automatically he 
pressed his heels to the sides of the camel for greater 
speed, then desisted and looked back again. He was 
within easy gunshot distance; or if his pursuer 
wished to capture him, he had only to shoot and 
cripple his camel* 
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The American was armed with a knife. He had 
a few pounds of dates and a flask of water. He was 
very lightly clad. The desert stretched he knew not 
how many miles in three directions; the fourth was 
worse. 

"The jig^s up," he said. He took Dalmera 
Grahame's note from his pocket and tore it into bits. 

" Well, Pm glad the Sultan wonH have a hand in 
my demise, anyway,'' he reflected. He was quite 
aware of the general nature of the potentate's inten- 
tions towards him. 

He saw the Siroccan lean forward and urge his 
camel to a quicker pace. 

"May as well give him a run for his money." 
Duncan grinned sardonically at himself, as Jie, too, 
urged on his mount It became that grotesque affair, 
a camel-race, and the American was beaten. Duncan 
was a good horseman, but his camelship was not of 
the best ; besides, he was on a Mulaid, while a pure- 
bred Bisharin was in pursuit The Siroccan came 
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abreast of Duncan fifty yards to the right of him. 
It is easier to shoot from the saddle with a rifle tow- 
ard the left than toward the right. Duncan recog- 
nized his pursuer as Techryk, the Captain of the 
Soyal Guard, the strongest man and most famous 
warrior in the kingdom. 

Techryk did not speak. Duncan slowed his camel 
down to the ordinary long-distance pace, and the two 
drew nearer together. The American nodded to the 
Siroccan. "Thought you always rode that white 
stallion of yours/' he said. 

'* In the desert a man would be foolish," Techryk 
answered. " The stallion will be awaiting me when 
I bring you back to the Sultan." 

"The stallion will wait a long time," Duncan 
muttered, "if you mean me alive and kicking." 
After several minutes, during which they rode along 
slowly in the same relative positions, Duncan in- 
quired: "Well, when does the concert begin? " 

" I do not understand," Techryk answered. 

" I suppose you did not bring that thing for orna- 
ment" Duncan pointed to the gun. " When does 
she go off t " 

"I have come to take you alive to the Sultan," 
the Siroccan answered gravely. 
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"You have come with an amiable intention," 
Dnncan responded, with extreme politeness. ^' Shall 
we go at once or wait till the moon changes ? " 

Techryk had risked a good deal in pursuing Dun- 
can single-handed. His position as Captain of the 
Guard was precarious and wholly dependent on the 
whim of his master. He had attained it from a lowly 
origin, by his strength and sagacity, and was not 
lacking in enemies. When ordered by the Sultan to 
pursue Duncan with the whole of the guard, he had 
felt instinctively that Duncan would flee into the des- 
ert To pursue there with horse cavalry, however — 
supposing Duncan to be mounted on a camel — ^would 
be useless, and he knew his master well enough not 
to dare to suggest the delay that would be necessary 
to mount his men on camels. He had therefore sent 
his soldiers oS immediately in different directions 
throughout the fertile coast strip, under subordinate 
officers, while he himself stealthily procured the 
swiftest camel of the light-limbed Bisharin breed 
and stole away into the desert Failure meant al- 
most certain disgrace, for it would be impossible to 
keep secret the fact that he had been with none of 
his troops ; but failure to capture Duncan in any case 
would be likely to prove his undoing, so incensed 
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was the Sultan against the American; therefore he 
chose the more desperate course, in which it was all 
or nothing. 

The contest that now took place between Duncan 
and Techryk was a peculiar one. The conditions 
were uneven. The only chance the American saw 
for himself lay in Techryk's manifest desire not to 
kill him. Duncan edged his camel nearer his enemy, 
hoping to get within knifing distance. He had de- 
creased the space which separated them one-half, 
when the Siroccan halted his camel, swung himself 
to the ground, and covered Duncan with his rifle. 
The latter slipped from his saddle, on the opposite 
side of his camel, and drew his knife from its sheath. 
He had acted automatically, with the instinct that 
had stayed with him from his cowboy days in the 
West. A thought now showed him that if Techryk 
wished to kill him, he could do so with his Mauser 
quite as easily through the camel as on top of him; 
and in any event death was not what Duncan had 
to fear so much as the manner of his dying. 

Duncan looked around the camel's hump and saw 
Techryk sighting carefully along his rifle. No shot 
came, and Duncan called out: ^^ Hold on a minute, 
and m give you a better mark ! " 
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Putting his knife between his teeth, he coolly 
clambered back on his camel. '^ !N'ow fire ahead I '' 
he said, flourishing his knife in his right hand. 

Still Techrjk did not shoot, and the suspense wore 
on Duncan's nerves. Life was hardly worth living 
under the conditions. He wished Techryk would 
either shoot or lower his gun. 

At this instant the Siroccan pulled the trigger, 
and the knife flew from Duncan's hand. His camel 
bounded forward, and Duncan had all he could do 
to stick on the awkwardly pacing beast It was sev- 
eral minutes before he got his mount under control, 
and then Techryk was racing at his elbow. He had 
put his Mauser in its sling, and his pistols were in 
his belt He reached over with his hairy hand and 
tried to drag Duncan from his saddle ; and there in 
mid-desert, almost in mid-air, it seemed to Duncan 
— ^for he did not feel at home on a camel as on a 
horse — ^they struggled. 

Duncan was a strong man, but he was no match, 
even in his desperation, for the bravo of the Sultan's 
army. Given equal arms and bronchos, the fight 
would have been a pretty one. Under the circum- 
stances, it was the rat trying to escape from the ter- 
rier. Once Duncan almost snatched a pistol from 
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Techryk's belt; but he was foiled, and in the end 
Techryk dragged him from the saddle and sat on 
his chest while he put irons on his hands and feet, 
the camels looking on incuriously. The philosophy 
of a camel is laUsez faire. 
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DuBiNa the journey back amicable relations were 
quickly re-established between guard and prisoner. 
Duncan was not one to harbor ill-feelings. He had 
met a better man than himself^ at the game as they 
played it If he was to win out in the end it must 
be by the wile of Br'er Babbit Nothing was gained 
by sulking. 

He looked at his captor admiringly^ as they rode 
along side by side^ the leg-irons having been removed 
by Techryk. " You're a good man," he said. " I 
donH see how you can be so spry in those boots.** 

Techryk, for all his swarthy skin, flushed with 
pleasure. It is not always the weakling who is most 
susceptible to flattery or honest admiration. He 
glanced down at the huge yellow boots, reaching way 
above his knees, which were the most striking part 
of the uniform of the Boyal Guard. 

"We always wear them,'' he said; "yet we do 
deeds." After a pause he added: " You are weakeif 
than I — ^all men are — ^but you are very strong. Had 
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it been any other than I, you would have escaped.'' 
After a further pause, moved evidently by the dis- 
comfort with which Dimcan rode, shackled, Techryk 
asked : " If I take off your handcuffs, will you not 
try to escape t " 

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. ^'What is the 
use of talk ? If I could escape, I would. I have no 
wish to meet the Sultan; my tastes don't run toward 
his society. But your camel is swifter than mine, 
as you are stronger than I." 

The frankness and the compliment put Techryk in 
still better humor, although they puzzled him. In 
Sirocco truth-telling is enough to puzzle anyone. He 
leaned forward and unfastened the handcuffs. " You 
will not have many days to move your hands," he 
said, with an approach to kindness in his tone — a 
kindness not reassuring, however. " But what mad- 
ness '' — ^he looked curiously at Duncan — " what mad- 
ness made you try to steal one of the Sultan's wives t 
A man might better be flayed alive." 

"There doesn't seem to be much choice between 
the two," Duncan assented. *^But she — I heard 
that she was English, and wanted to escape." 

" Yes," Techryk nodded, " she is always trying to 
get out The Sultan saw her a year ago, and desired 
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her greatly. So I stole her. It was a great honor 
for her; but they say she is foolish and would rather 
go back to her native country.'' 

" Ah I you stole her/' Duncan said. His tone was 
low ; but one who knew him would have felt safer out 
of his reach. 

^^ Yes, L It was a great feat She had to be lured 
from her party, and then she fought even as you 
fought And afterwards we had trouble. We had 
to find a woman small and well-formed as she was, 
and put her in the Englishwoman's clothes, and have 
her torn by a tiger in the Sultan's menagerie till her 
face was gone. We put the body by the edge of the 
desert, near where I captured the Englishwoman, and 
took her friends to it It was well done, and they 
suspected nothing. That is how I obtained favor 
with the Sultan. And now I shall obtain more by 
bringing you back, that he may find pleasure in pun- 
ishing you. I was obscure before that, and if I had 
not done everything well, they would have given me 
over to the English to be killed." 

Techryk told his story with a simplicity that was 
almost engaging. He added: ^^ This thing is not 
known, nor would I tell you, except that you are 
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about to die, and I would like you to know what 
manner of man I am.'' 

Duncan listened to him, took a long breath, and 
straightened his shoulders. He looked around at the 
massive frame of Techrjk, then shook his head to 
himself; but he had a new interest in living. 

For some time they did not speak, each busy with 
his thoughts. Duncan knew now what Cunningham 
had meant by his cry of " The lions I the lions! " 
and Techryk was trying to fathom the motives that 
had moved his prisoner. Finally he harked back to 
his first question, frankly puzzled : 

"But why did you try to steal her? Did you 
desire her so very much ? " 

" No, I wasn't in love with her," Duncan answered 
shortly. 

" Then, in the name of Allah, what made you do 
so foolish a thing? She was only a woman." 

" Yes, she was only a woman! " And the West 
clashed with the East in his words. 
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THE SANDSTOBM 

At night Techryk put the irons on the American 
again. They were of a rude pattern, but very ef- 
fective, being designed less with a view to the prison- 
er's comfort than to his security. Duncan thought 
with bitter regret of his poison ring. It had been 
on the other camel, lost in the darkness under the 
walls of the Sultan's palace. With it on his finger 
he would need no strength to overcome Techryk. He 
held out his hands for the handcuffs, and Techryk 
examined them closely before fettering them; for 
some hands are soft and can be squeezed through a 
small space. Duncan's hands were hard and bony, 
and his wrists were not so large as to give him any 
chance of working off the handcuffs during the night. 

In the morning Techryk took them off again^ and 
Duncan rode along with aching wrists beside his 
captor. It surprised him that Techryk kept to the 
desert instead of making for the fertile country along 
the coast He asked him the reason for it. 

'^ When a white man is to be punished, it is best 
84 . 



THE SANDSTORM 

for none to know about it," Techryk replied. "I shall 
take you into the palace secretly, at night, and no 
one will ever know — except you." (The Siroccan 
had a rudimentary sense of humor.) " You travelled 
fast when you came away from Kub-huh-nol," he 
added presently. "We will go back more slowly. 
The camels are tired, and you have not many days 
left free from pain. Also the longer the Sultan 
waits, the more pleased he will be." 

Towards the middle of the forenoon the bright, 
desert sunlight began to take on a tawny tinge, and 
to become more opaque. Without any explanation, 
Techryk urged the camels to a faster pace, and at 
the same time kept looking down at his shadow. 
Gradually it grew fainter, and the atmosphere more 
lurid. At last, while the world seemed filled with 
light, there was almost no trace of shadow at their 
side. 

"There is a sandstorm coming," Techryk said 
hoarsely. "We must make the Sehgiz Cleft, or 
neither you nor I shall ever see the Sultan again." 

Techryk's voice was vibrant with mortal dread; 
and in Duncan the fear of proximate asphyxiation 
was beginning to deaden the fear of ultimate tor- 
ture. The two men kicked their camels with their 
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heels, and urged them on with their voices. The 
Siroccan could have distanced Duncan, and the lat* 
ter first hoped, then feared he would. The bare in- 
stinct of self-preservation arose amid this storm 
which robbed the very air of its vitality, and made 
every breath a breath of suffocation. Techryk stuck 
grimly by his captive. He prodded Duncan's slower 
camel from behind with his knife, till the Mulaid 
bellowed from pain as it raced on at the top of its 
speed. 

Luckily the Sehgiz Cleft lay straight before the 
storm, and they were therefore not so blinded and 
choked by the dust and sand as they would have been 
had they had to face the wind. 

" It is not far from here now t " Techryk cried 
thickly. 

The fine sand blew into the ears and nostrils of 
the men and of the camels. It sifted into their 
clothes; and when Duncan shook his thin garments 
from time to time pounds of it fell from the creases. 
Techryk's uniform was of closer texture and pattern, 
and in spite of being buttoned tight about him, 
seemed to bag with the dust Looking at him side- 
ways, once, Duncan saw that his tall, flaring boots 
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were filled to the brim; and the Bishariiiy to his 
f ancy, seemed to stagger under the extra load. 

If either man tried to guide his camel; but thejr, 
with their marvellous instinct, must have been able 
to scent the water of the Sehgiz Clef t, and kept their 
course without hesitation, though faltering beneath 
the cruelty of the storm. 

Duncan could not tell how long this race for life 
lasted. It was a yellow nightmare, and he did not 
even know what time of day it was, when the camels 
suddenly halted at the edge of a precipitous descent, 
and then walked stumblingly down a narrow, wind- 
ing path. At the bottom they lay down, their muz- 
zles in the clear waters of the Sehgiz river. Duncan 
and Techryk fell from their saddles and lay gasping 
on the ground, too exhausted at first even to crawl 
to the water. 

For minutes the men lay utterly relaxed on the 
edge of the Sehgiz. Overhead the sand-clouds rolled, 
making the world black with the blackness of destruc- 
tion. Duncan first lifted up his head, and looked 
about him like a drunken man. In front of him was 
the Sehgiz ; twenty feet away the inert body of Tech- 
ryk by his cameL An idea of escape came to him, 
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and he dropped his head between his hands, trying 
to pull himself together. He tried to reason out 
whether this thought that had come to him was prao- 
ticable. He spat the caked dust from his mouth, 
leaned down to the water and drank. The water and 
the flush of hope revived him, and his thoughts grew 
clearer. He looked down the rock sides of the river, 
seeking to recall how deep the water was. Then fur- 
tively he glanced again at Techryk. The Siroccan 
had got up on his hands and knees and was dragging 
himself to the water's edge. Duncan crouched down 
and nerved himself. He was still so shaken that he 
was afraid to rely on his own faculties. Was he mis- 
taken in thiukiug the river deep as it seemed ? He 
could not remember. He dropped a pebble into it, 
and saw it zigzag its way down for a long time before 
it reached the bottom. 

Techryk was drinking as if he could not have 
enough. At last, waterlogged from his undisciplined 
thirst, he lifted his head and began to unbutton the 
jacket of his uniform. A trickle of sand came at the 
first button; more at the second. Before his fingers 
came to the third, Duncan, swiftly grasping the sig- 
nificance of this trickle of sand and the chance it 
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offered him in his light clothes^ sprang far out into 
the Sehgiz and began swimming to the other side. 
A second later he heard a splash, and knew that 
Techryk had accepted his challenge. 

A few strokes carried the American to the other 
bank, and with desperate quickness he clutched the 
rocky sides and scrambled out. He picked up as 
large a stone as he could lift, poised it above his head, 
and looked eagerly for his enemy. 

In the smooth current of the Sehgiz there were 
bubbles arising, and a slight commotion. In its yel- 
low waters, more clearly than if the sun had been 
shining, Duncan saw Techryk. The bubbles were 
rising from his mouth. His eyes started upward, 
and he impotently beat the water with his hands. 
He, too, was a swimmer, but he had not reckoned 
on his uniform, heavy with sand, on his huge boots, 
filled to the brim. He leaped upwards, and the top 
of his head nearly reached the surface of the water, 
his hands grasped the life-giving air. 

Dimcan watched him intently. " Dance away ! " 
he said. He had travelled far back into the dark 
ages. The man's struggles became more frantic. 
Had he retained presence of mind enough to walk 
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on the bottom to either bank he might have got out; 
but he was dying for air, and air was above him, not 
two feet away. At last Techryk tore ofE his jaxsket, 
and tried to take off his boots ; but his strength had 
failed him before he thought of this. 

Thmcan lowered his rock, then placed it on the 
ground and sat upon it as he watched Techryk feebly- 
beating with his hands, huddled in the bottom of the 
stream. Duncan had gone through much the last 
two days, and he felt no more emotion than if he 
were watching a rat drown, and he kept his eyes fixed 
on the Siroccan until he was quite dead. 

" She^s square with you, anyway," he said, as he 
turned away, satisfied. 

A weariness that felt as if it would dismember 
him sank upon him. He lay down and pillowed his 
head upon the rock. Vague plans for the English 
girl's rescue floated mistily through his head, each 
more feasible-appearing as he neared unconscious- 
ness. 

He heard the camels shuffling about on the other 
side of the stream. " One for her, and one for me," 
he thought " All Vve got to do is to go fetch her." 
It appeared the simplest thing in the world, as the 
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world sank farther and farther away from him — 
just as steeps and precipices fade out as we rise above 
them in a balloon. 

The storm swept on overhead. The camels 
mnnched the bunches of grass in the Sehgiz Cleft. 
And Duncan lay dreaming of the rescue. 
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BUiaBTATIOKS Aim BOBBOWIBTGS 

Very gradually and mistily Duncan came to him- 
self, in the dim light of early morning. His ear 
ached from his stone pillow, and he slipped his head 
down on his arm. His body felt cramped from long 
staying in one position. He turned over stiffly and 
came against the cold sand, unwarmed from his body. 
He shivered and tried to wriggle back into his night's 
nest for a prolongation of his sleep. But each mo- 
tion, each act of volition waked him a little more, 
drove further from him the comfort of unconscious- 
ness. Finally he sat up, blinking, and clasped his 
hands around his knees, huddled into a ball, from the 
animal instinct to present as little surface as pos- 
sible for radiating away the small store of heat within 
him. The sun sent its cold beams levelly across the 
desert, awakening to discomfort, not to warmth. 
Only in civilized lands have men taught the sun to get 
up hours before they do, like a well-trained servant, 
and warm the atmosphere for them while they still 
snooze in their shaded beds. In the wilderness the 
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sun routs out the sleepers ruthlessly, and bids them 
bestir themselves along with him. 

Sore in every muscle, Duncan sat huddled a long 
time on the banks of the Sehgiz, pondering over the 
adventure into which he had so precipitately fallen. 
The rosy schemes that had gone to sleep with him 
were dissipated with his slumbers. The girl in the 
Sultan's harem was as far away from him, as diffi- 
cult of rescue as if she were in Mars. The morning, 
which sometimes brings renewed hope and encour- 
agement, at other times lets the garish light of com- 
mon sense in upon our dainty, rose-colored dreams, 
and destroys them utterly. 

What was Dalmera Grahame to him ! Why should 
he be expected to risk his life in an attempt so pre- 
posterous that there was not the faintest chance of 
success! "What in thunder can I do, anyway!" 
he asked himself gloomily. " Why doesn't she drop 
one of her blooming notes to someone else ? I don't 
suppose she can, though, now," he answered himself. 
But he had done all that he could. He had risked 
his life and lost his camels for her, and was now 
sitting forlorn and chilled in a miserable oasis, with 
the desert on three sides of him, and a bloodthirsty 
Sultan on the fourth. " It's none of my funeral, 
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anyway/' he argaed, and smiled at the aptness of 
the jfigure. 

The animal instinct of hunger roused Duncan at 
length from his inertia of fatigue and discourage- 
ment He got upon his feet^ cautiously, as one who 
does not know what unsuspected movement may give 
twinge of muscle or crick of joint Picking his way 
around the upper end of the Sehgiz, he sought food 
from the saddlebags of his cameL He ate ; the sun's 
rays became warmer ; and under the influence of the 
two stimulants, a sense of satisfaction grew within 
him. He felt thirsty after his meal, and, without 
thinking, approached the Sehgiz to quench his thirst 
At the bank he drew back, remembering. 

"Fm glad you're dead, all right; but you aren't 
exactly dessert," he said. On Techryk's camel he 
found a leather water-bottle, more appetizing, if less 
cool than the Sehgiz. 

A full man, the American rested in the shade that 
had begun to be grateful, and the blood of the ad- 
venturer that he was again flowed through his veins; 
and again the Sultan of Sirocco, with his armies and 
his high-walled palaces, did not seem so impossible 
to him. " Rescue her I " he shouted, half -rising as 
if resenting the suspicion of a slur. " Well, I guess ! 
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Sam Duncan, you're in the rescuing business. Poor 
little girl, without another soul in the world to do 
anything for her ! And you've torn up her letter — 
the only bit of evidence. It's up to you to get her 
out" 

He took up the task, mentally, with the light- 
heartedness of a boy going bird's-nesting. The spe- 
cific things he was to do to effect her release were not 
yet plain to him. That he should find a way, he 
did not doubt, but none came to him in all his hard 
thinking that morning. 

Finally he rose to his feet thinking that whatever 
his future plans might be, the one to follow at once 
was to get out of the Sultan's kingdom. The sense 
of past dangers, eluded, gave way to the sense of 
future dangers, which might even now be upon him. 
He walked to the top of the Cleft and looked about 
on all sides. The desert held no approaching sol- 
diers or travellers, and Dimcan came down the zigzag 
path again, his agility and bodily energy returning 
with every movement He examined Techryk's 
camel to see — so far as his ignorance would let him 
— ^in what condition she was. The possession of this 
beast was a tremendous gain to the American, and 
she seemed none the worse for her hard ride of the 
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previous day. He found her saddlebags abundantly 
stocked with food and money, added to Techryk's 
store what he had left of his own, looked well to the 
fastenings of the holsters, with their priceless con- 
tents, and mounted. A new-bom impatience urged 
him to go now before the heat had begun to wane, 
lest others might follow where Techryk had come. 

Grunting and reluctantly the Bisharin climbed the 
side of the Cleft in the midday heat From the top 
Duncan looked back at the Sehgiz river, hiding the 
body of Techryk with its shining reflection. 

"Wish they'd take that for me, when they find 
it," Duncan said. 

The wish was father to a thought that stayed him. 
He turned the camel, and again descended into the 
Cleft, dismounting on the edge of the stream. The 
American was not a squeamish man, yet his stomach 
revolted at the task he was proposing for himself. 
He stripped off his clothing, and with a grimace of 
repugnance peered down into the water to see where 
the Siroccan lay. When he found him he stood up, 
took a long breath, and dove for the body. For a 
few seconds he floundered beneath the water, and 
then found himself, with his eyes tightly closed> 
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kicking and splashing at the surface, near the oppo- 
site bank. 

He climbed out with an acknowledged feeling of 
relief that he had not succeeded in reaching Techryk. 
It is human nature to be pleased at the evil hour, put 
a little further off by fate. In a minute he tried 
again, with a firm determination to go down this 
time, and not up ; but again the splashing of his feet 
on the surface, while yet his head was resolutely held 
down, told him that he had made another fiasco of 
his attempt 

" See here, this will never do," Duncan exclaimed 
sheepishly. '^ I must go down, and I mvst open my 
eyes under water." 

Men can learn slowly, when there is time for 
learning, or very quickly, when the devil or some 
equally potent force drives. Duncan seized his stone 
pillow, which once he had poised aloft for the crack- 
ing of Techryk's skull, and jumped into the water 
with it. This time the buoyancy of his deep-breathed 
body was overcome, and he sank to the bottom. 
Besolutely he opened his eyes, and found himself 
at arm's length from the Siroccan. Techryk was 
half raised on one elbow as if he had started up to 
greet Duncan. The unpleasant fancy flashed through 
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the American's mind as he grabbed Techryk's coat- 
ooUar and sprang for the surface of the water^ al- 
ready suffocating for lack of air. 

The impulse of his jump from the bottom carried 
him to the surface, Techryk dragging behind, and a 
few strokes brought him to the shore. He clambered 
up the bank, the corpse falling against his bare 
legs in a horrid embrace. His fingers were clumsy 
through nervousness as he unbuttoned the Siroccan's 
coat, and tugged at the big boots, which had rendered 
him one great service, and he hoped were now to 
render him another. 

The coat came off easily, and Duncan soused it 
well in the stream, no more to clean it from the dust 
of the sandstorm than to wash from it the touch of 
the dead man. The Siroccan gave up his boots less 
willingly, and Duncan had to plant a foot on the 
squashy stomach of the dead man while he pulled 
and hauled at the water-soaked leather. It was a 
grewsome job, and when finally Techryk lay stripped 
upon the sand, Duncan in the hot sunshine was drip- 
ping with cold sweat It was hardly more pleasant 
getting himself into the clammy wet clothes he had 
despoiled Techryk of. He had intended putting his 
own clothes on the corpse, but he found this too much, 
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and he left them lying on the bank, when he pushed 
Techryk back into the Sehgiz, hoping that whoever 
found them would take it for granted that they be- 
loi]^d to the man in the stream without too close 
scrutiny. 

Duncan drew the wet sleeve of his coat across his 
wet forehead, with a shudder of disgust and relief. 
" You owe me something for that job, young lady," 
he said, as he turned back to his camel, browsing 
slowly about the oasis, oblivious of masters, dead or 
alive. He picked up Techryk's turban — ^his one dry 
stitch of clothing — ^f rom where it had fallen on the 
ground, at the end of their flight before the storm, 
and put it on, to complete his costume. It was now 
nearer the usual hour for setting out on a journey, 
and his Bisharin started off again with more alacrity 
than she had shown earlier in the day; and soon the 
Sehgiz Cleft and all that it contained was lost to the 
American's sight in the vast, rolling desert 

'' Well, I got out of that better than I had any 
right to expect," Duncan murmured to himself, ad- 
justing his turban unhandily as it toppled over his 
nose. Steadily he rode towards the east, revolving 
his further plans in his head. The delay which 
.Techryk had caused him had made it impossible for 
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him to outstrip the soldiers of the Sultan, and dash 
through to the coast through an unwarned country. 
On the other hand, the uniform of the Sultan's body- 
guard, known and dreaded by all Sirocco, would lend 
itself powerfully to his escape, if the identity of the 
wearer were not suspected. 

Before the sun began to turn red upon the horizon 
Duncan had decided on his plan of action. He 
would take immediately the risks that he must take ; 
and he turned his camel's nose to the north, a direc- 
tion the Bisharin showed her approval of by her 
quickening pace. 

Duncan had black hair and a dark complexion, 
and much travel beneath the blazing sun had further 
bronzed his skin ; yet he had never imagined that he 
could be mistaken for a Siroccan. In the night that 
was now approaching, however, he was to learn how 
greatly the clothes make the man, in Sirocco no less 
than elsewhere. Urging his Bisharin ever faster and 
faster, as darkness came to aid him, he entered upon 
the inhabited country and made his way along roads 
hard-beaten by many feet His camel responded to 
every urging, and the American's wonder and ad- 
miration for the light-limbed Bisharin's speed and 
endurance grew with the miles they covered. He 
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himself, in spite of the excitement that upheld him, 
became tired, and sat like a sack of meal on the 
camel's back; yet, in spite of the handicap of a tired 
rider, the Bisharin kept on with unflagging spirit. 
Duncan passed through several villages, and met a 
few persons ; but the sight of the uniform that Dun- 
can wore, its striking cut plainly discernible in the 
bright starlight, was enough to stop any desire to 
molest him that might have been felt Others of the 
Sultan's Guard had ridden by recently in marvellous 
haste, and more than ordinarily oblivious of the 
rights of common folk, and this later one showed 
symptoms of as great impatience. 

Towards morning Duncan perceived that even the 
wonderful endurance of his mount was beginning 
to fail from the racing speed he had maintained. 
Duncan had no means of knowing how near he was 
to the coast Yet whatever the distance, he felt that 
he could not afford to stop to rest, and must in some 
way obtain a fresh mount. At the next village he 
came to he halted before the largest house, a domi- 
cile of some pretensions, and pounded loucUy on the 
door. The curs of the village were not long in re- 
sponding, and they were soon followed by the owner 
of the house, who cautiously opened a barred window 
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of inquiry. Duncan came within the circle of light 
from the householder's lamp in order that the full 
moral effect of his uniform might be felt, and pointed 
to his drooping cameL 

^^ Tired out I " he grunted, gruffly laconic, tiie be^ 
ter to hide his American tongue. ^^Give me your 
best — ^for the Sultan's service." 

He produced several of Techryk's gold pieces from 
his pocket and held them out ^^ These and my camel 
for a fresh camel — or horse." 

The Sultan's soldiers were not renowned for their 
affability, and Duncan's gruff manners passed as 
natural, though the munificence of his offer might 
well have aroused the villager's suspicion, had he 
not been blinded by it The Sultan's soldiers often 
took but seldom paid ; and the villager, in stumbling 
haste, lest the soldier should repent him of his offer, 
hurried into the yard behind his house, and pres- 
ently brought forth a horse, saddled, whose long neck 
and fine head proved his possession of a goodly share 
of swift Arab blood. 

Duncan was overjoyed to get again upon a horse. 
He abandoned the carbine with which Techryk had 
once shot his knife from his hand, on account of its 
weight, tucked the pistol, however, into his belt, 
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inside his tunic^ and handed the promised gold to 
the villager^ whose hungry eyes had never left the 
hand that contained it, although the camel alone was 
well worth the horse. Hardly more than a dozen 
half-dressed natives had come cautiously upon the 
scene before Duncan was on the horse and galloping 
away. 

The morning, with delicate pinks and yellows^ 
broke all too soon. Duncan buttoned his coat close 
up to his neck, and pulled his turban down over his 
eyes. He felt his face very white and foreign in 
his unaccustomed uniform ; yet now boldness was his 
only course, and he rode straight onward, trying to 
avoid no one. Interested glances followed him. 
Those of the same uniform who had passed a day 
or two before were known to be seeking someone 
whom the Sultan greatly wished to capture. Did 
this belated soldier, perchance, bear news of the cap- 
ture? Yet none of the curious ones ventured to 
delay his fierce ride with questioning. 

At one of the small villages Duncan stopped and 
ordered food for himself and his horse. His own 
store he had left in the saddlebags of the camel. He 
asked how far it was to the coast, and with joy 
learned that he was only a few hours' travel from 
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it Paying his reckoning with a liberality intended 
to allay any suspicions that his whiter skin might 
arouse^ he mounted his horse and took up his journey 
with a speed that he now dared use because he knew 
that his horse's strength need only last a few hours 
longer. 

Prom the crest of a small rise the Mediterranean, 
sparkling with hope^ shone before his eyes. He 
clapped his heels to his horse and galloped recklessly 
down the other side. Up the next incline he tore^ 
hating to lose the sight of the water even for a min- 
ute^ and at the top he saw a town of considerable size 
in the distance^ his road leading to it. This was 
hardly what he desired, but a by-road branched off, 
some distance farther along, and led to an inlet of 
the sea^ bordered by scattered fishermen's huts. This 
road he took. There would be less danger of meet- 
ing any members of the Sultan's Guard in this ham- 
let; and a fisherman's boat was just what he wished 
to secure. 

As he neared the shore he saw two bare-legged 
Siroccans pushing a boat into the water. He shouted 
to them, and urged his horse into the water. Luckily 
the animal did not balk at it, but splashed alongside 

104 



RUMINATIONS AND BORROWINGS 

the boat^ on which the fishermen were preparing to 
raise the saiL 

Throwing the stirrups from his feet Duncan 
scrambled into the boat before the Siroccans had 
made up their minds just how to receive his advances. 

^^ Take me to a steamer/' Duncan said^ and laid 
a gold piece on the seat by the nearest fisherman. 

He saw the Siroccans' eyes glitter and their glances 
meety and feared that he had made a mistake in 
showing them so much money. These were the de- 
scendants of pirates^ and keen knives were in their 
belts. He pressed his arm against the pistol under 
his coat to make sure it was in place. 

The boat sailed straight out into the Mediter- 
ranean, and to both passenger and fishermen the 
meeting seemed fortunate. For more than an 
hour they sailed, the American in the bow of the 
boat looking out for a steamer to take him off, and 
fighting against the sleepiness that was nearly over- 
coming him. The two Siroccans talked together in 
low tones in the stem. 

When the effort to keep his lids open was almost 
more than he could keep up, Duncan perceived a 
small steamer coming towards him, the welcome flag 
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of England showing in the breezse. He said nothing 
to the Siroocans till he noticed that graduallj they 
had changed their course so as to avoid a near ap- 
proach to the steamer. Then he pointed to it and 
said: 

" I wish to go aboard. I will give you another 
gold piece when we get to it" 

The SiroccanSy without quite refusing to do as he 
bidf nevertheless kept on their way, and the Ameri- 
can surmised that they considered him and his gold 
pieces already as good as their own. The liberality 
of the first payment had led them astray. (jk>ld in- 
stead of coercion from one of the Sultan's soldiers 
seemed to them proof of powerlessness. 

Duncan smiled as their manner of reasoning 
passed through his mind. Leisurely he brought 
forth his pistol. He pointed it carefully at the hand 
on the tiller and pulled the trigger. The bullet 
struck the wood an inch from the fingers that held 
the tiller and the boat came up into the wind as the 
Siroccan yelled and jumped away. 

" Take me to the steamer — and you don't get an- 
other gold piece either." 

This was talk and conduct the fishermen could 
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nnderstaiid. Assiduously they sailed to intercept 
the steamer, whose Union Jack made the little coast- 
ing steamer look safe as Gibraltar to the American. 

Duncan had some fear lest the steamer might not 
think it worth while to stop for a passenger from a 
fisherman's boat He unwound his turban and 
waved it, and as soon as he was within a long ear- 
shot, shouted in English at the top of his lungs. 

The potency of the language was quickly effective. 
The steamer slowed down, and the sailors threw a 
rope to the fishermen's boat, which had lowered its 
sail and edged up close to the steamer. The rail of 
the latter was crowded with curious faces, particu- 
larly of those who marvelled to hear good English 
come from one wearing a Siroccan uniform. 

Duncan scrambled up the rope ladder that was 
let down over the side, and then, when safely aboard 
and out of the Sultan's power, his heart melted 
within him, and he tossed another gold piece over 
the side to the Siroccan fishermen, who deserved it 
as little as might a shark upon whose unwilling back 
he had been borne to safety. 

Then he straightened up and shook his fist, in a 
far-reaching shake^ across the waves of the Mediter- 
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ranean and the wastes of Sirocco, low-lying blue 
upon the horizon, at the Sultan, in his palace in 
Kub-hub-nol. 

" ni see you later ! " he cried — ^which would 
greatly have cheered the Sultan could he have 
heard it 
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A POLITIOAI, PULL 

Someone slapped Duncan on the back with em- 
phatic heartiness^ as he stood giving his farewell 
shake of the fist at the distant Sultan^ and he turned 
to see Senator Anderson^ of Ohio. 

" What under the blue canopy of heaven are you 
doing in this rig? '^ the Senator asked. 

" Anderson ! And I thought I hadn't a friend 
within three thousand miles. Anderson^ if I had 
my pick of the whole of Gk)d's Green Earth I would 
rather see you at this present minute than any other 
man." 

" Well, that's good. What can I do for you, old 
man?" 

Suddenly, in his sense of safety on the British 
steamer, and vdth the finding of his friend, a weari- 
ness descended upon Duncan that made the world 
turn black before his eyes. " Do for me ?" he re- 
peated vaguely. '^ Help me ofF with these boots and 
let me sleep." 
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It was not the answer the Senator had expected; 
but he could see that it was not given in jest 

*^ Come to mj stateroom. You do look as if you 
had been going the pace." 

Duncan staggered through the crowd of curious 
passengers after the Senator^ hardly able to keep 
awake till he reached the stateroom. Yet, in spite 
of his f atigue, he could not lie down in the clothes 
of the dead Siroccan, which had served his escape 
so well. 

^^ Give me a white man's pajamas/' he muttered, 
tearing off his uniform, his eyelids already battened 
down over his eyes. 

Before Senator Anderson closed the door Duncan 
was asleep. 

As has been told elsewhere, Anderson and Duncan 
had been associated in an enterprise of mutual bene- 
fit some years before, when Dimcan had been young 
enough to inspire a fatal passion in AurabUs, Queen 
of the Anabazis, and before Anderson had gone into 
politics and become the man who was said to stand 
nearer the President of the United States than any 
other. They had first met in a sailing vessel, re- 
turning from South America; and Duncan had run 
across the Senator several times since, in various ou^ 
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of-the-way parts of the earth. Anderson was a man 
with an intense desire to know things at first hand. 
Cuba^ the Philippines^ and both canal routes through 
the middle of America, for example, had been stud- 
ied by him on Ae spot, before most people knew any- 
thing about them; and the result was that when he 
spoke, the coimtry listened. His wanderings, how- 
ever, were not limited to the places that the world 
had its eyes upon; and when the world suddenly dis- 
covered the importance of some little island, or sav- 
age king, it was usually found that the young Senator 
from Ohio — ^whose comparative youth was often cast 
up at him by political enemies, under the opprobri- 
ous term of " Boy '^ — ^had already seen it, or known 
him. 

After many hours of heavy slumber Duncan came 
to himself, and with consciousness a beatific feeling 
of safety spread through him — safety tempered by 
hunger. In those first delicious minutes, when sleep 
was loth to relinquish its mastery, he lay and let 
the memory of the last few days drift through his 
mind, till the thought of the Sultan, becoming 
stronger, roused him from his quiescence. It was a 
question which held the less kindly feelings for the 
other, at this moment, Duncan or the Sultan. The 
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Sultan wished to boil Duncan in oiL Duncan would 
only have asked for ten minutes alone with the Sul- 
tan, man to man, forgetting that the Sultan was a 
potentate and not a man. However, it seemed as if 
neither would have his wish. Duncan, stretching 
himself, and crawling stiffly to the porthole of the 
cabin, could not even see the shores of Africa; and 
the Sultan, in his palace in Eub-hub-nol, when he 
was convinced that the American had certainly es- 
caped him — and, by the connivance of Techryk, the 
Captain of his Guard, it appeared — ^went into an 
orgie of fury that ended in his putting the two Lieu- 
tenants of his Guard to death with lingering ingen- 
iousness. Each of the Lieutenants had hoped to step 
into Techryk's shoes; but absolute power makes 
rulers capricious, and they died instead. 

As Duncan stood gazing from the porthole, in the 
direction of Africa, the door opened softly, and the 
tentative head of Senator Anderson appeared. 

^^ Awake at last, are you ? '^ the Senator exclaimed, 
following his head. " You've slept nearly twenty- 
four hours. I came to bed last night, and dressed 
this morning, without arousing you. How do you 
feeir* 
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" Htrngry! '* Duncan replied. 

Anderson laughed. ^^Qet on your clothes^ and 
come to eat" 

Duncan looked at his uniform with distaste. 

'^ Senator, I took those clothes from a dead man, 
because I had to. I'd rather keep on these pajamas 
than get into them again, though. Haven't you some 
honest United States clothes you could lend me i " 

^^ If you aren't particular about the fit, I guess 
I can accommodate you." 

He pulled out his steamer trunk. His coat was 
a little tight across the shoulders for Duncan, and 
the buttonholes of the shirt's neckband had to be slit 
out Otherwise, the clothes were a fair fit, till it 
came to the shoes. Duncan's feet were not the slen- 
der variety of the Senator's. 

" I expect you'll have to wear your own boots, if 
you don't mind," Anderson said, after Duncan had 
vainly tried to squeeze into his shoes. 

*^ But I do mind," Duncan replied, a vision rising 
before him of the gruesome job of taking the boots 
off Techryk. " Let's ring for the steward and find 
out if some of the crew haven't feet of the same heft 
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After Duncan had found some shoes to fit hiiUy 
and had partaken of a meal that caused Senator 
Anderson to gaze at him with amazement and alarm^ 
the two Americans went into the bows of the steamer 
for a smoke and the talk that goes therewith. 

^^Now tell me all about it/' Anderson said, as 
the smoke of a good cigar was being torn from his 
companion's lips by the envious wind. 

Duncan opened his mouth and spoke. He told 
everything from the time the letter dropped at his 
feet, out of the Sultan's haremlik, to the moment 
when he had clambered aboard the steamer. 

" Odd I didn't run across you. I have just come 
from Kub-hub-nol myself. When the Powers begin 
scrapping over North Africa, the Sultan of Sirocco 
may become a personage of some importance." 

Senator Anderson sat a while in silence after 
delivering this remark. His cigar had gone out in 
the interest he had felt over his companion's story. 
He scratched a match carefully in the shelter of the 
anchor and relighted his weed. ^^ Sounds like a pipe 
dream," he commented. 

^^You said something like that ten years ago, 
when I told you about the South American stream 
of pitch," Duncan replied dryly; "but you made 
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a good thing out of your fly-paper factory, just the 
same — and so did I," he added. 

" That's true. Fm not doubting your word. All 
the same, you do run up against the most improbable 
things. But what do you propose doing now: form- 
ing an offensive and defensive alliance between 
Brother Jonathan and John Bull — ^rescuing the fair 
damsel — and humbling the Sultan of Sirocco to the 
dust?" 

Duncan ruminated, without answering. 

^^ You can go to the British at Malta and tell them 
what you know, and let them do the rest." 

Still Duncan did not speak. For ten minutes he 
pondered the situation. Up to now the instant need 
of things had held his attention. itTow he had to 
plan for the future. Finally he turned to Senator 
Anderson: 

"What would the English do, if I told them — 
and they believed me ? " 

Anderson rubbed his chin. "I see what you 
mean." 

" Yes, they'd go ahead in their bull-headed fash- 
ion, send a man-of-war to Sirocco to threaten its sea- 
ports, or land a force of marines and march to Eub- 
hub-noL If the Sultan became really frightened, 
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the Engliah girl's bones would rot beneath some 
lemon tree^ and the Sultan would swear^ and all his 
court would swear, that what I had said was a pipe 
dream." 

^^ That might happen/' Anderson admitted, know- 
ing the ways of the English and of Eastern poten- 
tates. 

" Even her letter is torn up. Her body was iden- 
tified by her family, when she was supposed to have 
been killed by the lions. Of course it would be 
something to have you vouch for me. But even if, 
by some miracle, they shouldn't think that I had 
had a touch of the sun and had imagined the whole 
thing — if they punished the Sultan on the mere word 
of an American trader — ^there would be no mirade 
to bring back Dalmera Grahame to life." 

" Then what are you going to do about it? " An- 
derson asked, believing that there was nothing else 
that could be done about it 

^^ Play a lone hand, if youll get me the job of 
American consul at Eub-hub-nol. The place is 
vacant." 

Anderson stared at Duncan. "Will you take 
your coffin along with yout " he inquired, " or pa- 
tronize the local undertaker t " 
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Duncan laughed at the Senator's tone of ^lite 
inquiry. 

**Gk)od Godl man," Anderson went on angrily, 
" you probably don't know that Bumstead is the only 
American who ever stayed there a year — and he's 
dead now. The rest of them either got out as soon 
as they had been there six weeks and had had a look 
around ; or else they wrote a letter or two home about 
how things were managed, and then, strangely 
enough, sickened and died." 

'^ I shouldn't imagine the Sultan was a man who 
believed in the liberty of the press," Duncan as- 
sented; "but I shan't bother him that way. He 
couldn't exactly up and murder the American con- 
sul in broad daylight, and after nightfall I shall be 
careful of my movements." 

Anderson relighted his cigar, which again had 
gone out " Duncan, you're a bigger man than I, 
so I don't like to express my opinion of you to your 
face ; but do you imagine that you can beat the Sul- 
tan in his own capital, surrounded by his army, his 
spies — ^his murderers ? " 

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. 

Anderson gave an exasperated sigL " I suppose 
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the gist of the matter is that jou are in love with the 
girL^' 

"I never saw her/' Duncan answered; *'but I 
have some curiosity to see which is the better man, 
the Sultan or V 
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BASING THE SULTAN OF SIBOOOO 

Duncan's official interview^ as American consul, 
with the Sultan of Sirocco, came about in due course 
of time. Senator Anderson had put himself to con- 
siderable inconvenience to get Duncan the position. 
Fortunately, the cable, if expensive, is expeditious; 
and well within the month Duncan had given his 
camel-driver, he was back in Kub-hub-nol. Senator 
Anderson was with him, and present at the official 
interview, together with the four foreign consuls — 
Cunningham, the British representative, being sober. 
This last was sufficiently rare to be noteworthy. 

A heavy air of ennui rested upon the Sultan. 
When his passions were not aroused he was very 
bored with having to live. Duncan had managed to 
rouse him from his boredom once; and he accom- 
plished the same feat this afternoon, although he had 
no wish to do so. He had hoped that the Sultan 
would not recognize the new consul, coming with the 
best of credentials, as the blacksmith in the bazaar, 
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at whom the potentate had had one fleeting glanoe. 
But Duncan's face was not one easy to forget, and 
his actions soon after the Sultan had had his glimpse 
of him had been such as to render indelible what 
might otherwise have faded. 

When the Sultan now caught sight of him he sat 
up so quickly from his semi-recumbent attitude that 
an anticipatory shiver ran through the court, and the 
consuls pricked up their ears. For just an instant 
the Sultan hesitated, as if he could not believe what 
he saw. Then he shrieked an order to the splendidly 
dressed members of his Guard near him, and they 
sprang towards the American, their bared swords 
uplifted. 

With the quick knack of the cowboy Duncan drew 
his revolver, and the click of its cocking fell plainly 
on the ears of the guard. There was a momentary 
check, and in the pause the Vizier, who stood on the 
Sultan's right, risked his place and his life for the 
good of his master. He said a few rapid, protest- 
ing words into the Sultan's ear, at the same time 
indicating the British consul, Cunningham, and the 
others clustered open-mouthed behind. It so chanced 
that the Sultan had had to pay a goodly sum, and 
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to apologize abjectly to a British admiral, a few 
months before, for the mnrder of two simple tourists, 
who had seemed to his noble mind of no more im- 
portance in the world than two of his eunuchs, such 
as he would not have hesitated to kill at any time 
for his pleasure. The memory of this, as well as the 
smart, remained; and with a snarl quite unlike his 
usual manner — ^which enthusiastic globe-trotters of 
a literary bent always described as full of languid 
grace — ^he said the word that economized bullets and 
royal guard. 

Duncan turned to the British consul: ^^ Apologize 
for me, will you, please. I'm not acquainted with 
the court lingo.*' 

"His ma — ^ his ma — ma — j the Sultan under- 
stands English," Cunningham answered. 

The Sultan was still leaning forward, glaring at 
Duncan, when the latter blandly said: 

"Your honor — ^your highness, I mean, Fm ex- 
tremely sorry for my rude and ungenteel behavior 
just now. I come from a rough. Western country 
where we don't know just how to behave in tip-top 
society, and where we are mighty suspicious. I 
didn't realize at first that these gentlemen were rush- 
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ing forward to give me the glad hand^ and, like a 
fool, I pulled my gmL I'm mighty aorry to appear 
80 miaooiable." 

" You here ! '' the Sultan said, as if to himself. 
Deep in his eyes the lust of killing burned, yet 
amazement at Duncan's temerity nearly wiped out 
every other emotion. "You — ^you stay here!" 

^^ Yes, siree ! " Dimean answered with emphasis. 

The title was a new one to the Sultan, but it had 
a respectful sound, and the Sultan sank back in his 
seat, trembling with satisfaction at the presence of 
his enemy in his capital 

The Sultan was the only man who got any satis- 
faction out of this interview. To Duncan the hope 
that he might not be recognized was gone. Ander- 
son's worst fears were realized, and he looked upon 
his friend with the solicitude one feels towards one 
about to depart this life. The Vizier was worried 
at the probability of fresh complications with out- 
side nations ; and his worry was not decreased when 
Anderson drew him aside and told him significantly 
that the eyes of his government were fixed on Dun- 
can and his safety. And all the rest of the Sultan's 
suite trembled at the lightning flashing in their mas- 
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ter's eyes — lightning which, however aroused, was 
likely to strike anywhere. 

And yet Duncan was not without a certain feeling 
of exhilaration. The game was on, for stakes a Sul- 
tan — or a man — ^might play for; and the devil would 
inevitably take the hindermost 
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A BIBOCOAN BSXAXFABT 

That night three of the consuls who had been 
at the interview between Duncan and the Sultan 
came secretly to the former and advised him not to 
let the morning find him within fifty miles of the 
Sultan. Two of them proffered the loan of good 
horses. They did not know what the trouble was 
between the two, but they were well aware of the 
Sultan's method of dealing with those he did not 
like. 

The consuls of Kub-hub-nol were not men whom 
desirable offices sought All of them were of good 
family^ and all were fond of the bottle and of the 
things that go with the bottle. The sighs that would 
have been sighed at news of their demise would 
mostly have been sighs of relief; but with their 
f aultS; they were good fellows^ and did not like to 
think of a white man dying so suddenly as they 
judged Duncan was about to die^ though sudden 
death of one kind or another was what each of them 
expected. All of them Duncan assured that he was 
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going to stay in Sirocco as long as his breath lasted. 

" A goo-good bit Monger than your breath lasts/' 
the British consul, Cunningham, disconcertingly 
amended "Will you have a little whee-whee, 
Scotch ! " he added, brightening up, and producing 
a bottle. " And for Qod's sake dud-don't dud-drink 
with strangers till you leave this infer — ^infer — , 
this rotten place ! By the w-way, cuck-come to break- 
fast w-with me to-morrow mum-morning — ^both of 
you." 

Duncan accepted the invitation, and disregarded 
the advice by taking the drink; and after Cunning- 
ham had gone to his quarters and no further consuls 
were forthcoming, he turned in with Anderson and 
slept — on the inside of the bed — quite calmly, believ- 
ing that it was too soon for his enemy to make a 
move. Anderson, on the other hand, passed a rest- 
less six hours, waking up continually to assure him- 
self that he had not been stabbed in the dark, by 
mistake for his bed-fellow. 

In the morning when they arrived at Cimning- 
ham's, they found the breakfast already on the table 
awaiting them. 

" Sorry we're late," Anderson apologized. 

"You aren't Mate," the consul stammered cor- 
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dially. " Bub-but I th-thought I'd r-rather have the 
bub-breakfast all on the t-t-table before anyone knew 
you w-were gng-going to be my guests. Deuced bad 
f-f-f — , deuced bad f-f-f — , deuced impolite to let a 
bub-brother c-consul be poi-poisoned at your t-table. 
Remember Sharpe, 'Merican that pre-pre — , came 
before Bumstead! He was p-poi — y p-poi — Skilled 
at Max Lauterberg'S; Belgian consul, y'know. Max 
never g-got over it Isn't s-s-same man he was." 

Anderson laid down his knife and fork. His ap- 
petite was gone. As he told Duncan, he was pretty 
well acquainted with the ways of Sirocco; but when 
he had studied them on his previous visit, it had 
been in an academic spirit, as natural phenomena. 
Your historian, investigating the tortures of the In- ^ 
quisition, would have different cells in his brain agi- 
tated if he should happen to be put through the third 
degree by an ingenious police captain. So to Ander- 
son the lesson taught by his investigation of Siroc- 
can methods on his first, impersonal visit, had been 
chiefly that it was good to be an American and to live 
in Ohio. The more personal glimpses he was now 
receiving showed him that it was rather bad to be 
in Sirocco, even if one were an American and an 
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Ohioan — and Duncan had not even the latter con- 
solation, since he was bom in Maine. 

Dnncan, however^ though principal in all this^ 
stolidly went on eating his breakfast Cunningham 
noted him approvingly. ^'M-make a good m-meal 
this morning. May be feasting on a cuck-conf ection 
of old Dr. P-Putter's to-morrow.^' 

" Dr. Putter ? " Duncan asked, looking up. This 
was a new piece on the Biroccan chess-board. 

**Ab-Ab — , the Sultan's f-f -physician, y'know. 
Never can s-s-say his name, — ^he c-can't say it him- 
self, ha I ha ! " Cunningham laughed appreciatively 
at his jest on Abrack's deaf-and-dumbness. " Bum- 
stead — ^'M-'Merican, y^ow — ^named him Pup-Pup 
— , named him Putter. Said he was always p-p-put- 
tering around. Comic f-fellow, Bumstead." 

''Would the Sultan poison the lot of us to get 
Duncan?" Anderson asked. 

"Cuck-can't say," Cunningham replied cheer- 
fully. "Never can s-say what the bub-blooming 
beggar'U do. He pup-probably wonH, though, be- 
cause he pup-probably doesn't know you're here." 

The servant came in with a smoking hot dish. He 
passed it to Duncan. 
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''S-fH9 — ^" Ommingham stammered hopelessly; 
then reached forward and pushed the dish away. 
" S-s-set it down," he finally got out 

The servant struck his elhow against the back of 
Duncan's chair, and the dish slipped from his fingers 
to the floor. 

"Bather sus — , rather sus — y looks rather bad/* 
Cunningham said when the servant had cleaned up 
the mess and gone out " S-sleeping Dog's pretty keen 
on the 8-scent Bum-Bumstead called the S-Sultan 
8-S-Sleeping Dog because he I4ied so. Ha! ha! 
Funny fel-fellow, Bumstead was. But there's n-no 
sleeping about the Sus-Sultan when he's after a 
m-man. There's no use in t-t-taking chances." 

"Isn't that the biggest chance in this hot cli- 
mate ? " Duncan asked bluntly, pointing to the whis- 
key bottle on the table, already warmed several times 
by their host's hand. Duncan was not a man ordi- 
narily given to preaching to others; but he wanted 
the help of this man, and the whiskey bottle stood 
in the way. 

The Englishman flushed at this unwarranted re- 
mark of his guest "I dud-dud-dud — ^" he stam- 
mered. But the hasty words he was trying to utter 
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never came. A sufficiently halting tongue forces 
men to observe the sage advice about thinking before 
speaking. Cunningham stopped his dudding in de- 
spair^ then shrugged his shoulders good-naturedly. 
" E-right I " he answered. " Bub-but it depends on 
wh-what you're living for." With the words, he 
reached over and poured out another stiff drink. 
" H-here's to the hope th-that you may 1-1-live longer 
than I ! " he toasted, and gulped down his toast 

Anderson did more thinking than eating during 
the rest of the meal. Finally, he half pushed his 
chair back from the table, and burst forth: ^^See 
here, Duncan; FU be damned if I leave you here 
to fight this thing out. It would sound mighty in- 
teresting to read about — ^and it seemed rather sporty 

when I got you the job — ^but Doggone it, 

man," he broke off ruefully, " IVe got a hard win- 
ter's work before me. You don't want me to start 
in with nervous prostration from worrying about 
you. Think of that National Good Roads bill I'm 
working on. If the farmers of America have to 
keep on using a four-horse team to haul half a cord 
of wood into town, it will be your fault" 

*'What would you have me do?" Duncan asked 

129 



SIROCCO 

imperturbably; ^^ acknowledge the Sultan as a better 
man than I, and let him keep my white alley before 
he's won it?'' 

^^ YeSy go home and set up a grocery store in some 
wholesome spot, and I'll get the President of the 
United States and the King of England to take this 
matter up, and see if we can't get the better of old 
Sleeping Dog." 

Duncan shook his head. '^ You'll spend too much 
time looking up the Monroe Doctrine, or some other 
antiquated matter." 

" Oh, you may w-win out by a head," Cunningham 
put in cheerfully, though he had no comprehension 
of the case. ^^ W-we might g-g-get all the c-consuls 
to mess together, and then if one gug-goes, we'll all 
g-go. It w-would make no end of a r-r-row for the 
Sus-Sultan." 

iEven Cunningham's cheerful willingness to have 
all the consuls poisoned together, to make future 
trouble for the Sultan, did not entirely reassure 
Anderson. 

A few days later he went away from Sirocco, more 
filled with apprehensions, perhaps, than Duncan 
himself, although the two had taken some elaborate 
precautions, before coming into the country, against 
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the possibility of being poisoned, and in spite of 
having confidence in Duncan's ability to take care 
of himself, a confidence fostered by the knowledge 
of many previous tight places his friend had man- 
aged to wriggle out of. 



131 



•XVTL 

THE VIBIT OF THB V12LKB 

Aftsb Anderson had gone away from Kub-hub- 
nol a feeling of desolation came over Duncan, accus- 
tomed though he was to facing danger, and to facing 
it alone. He thought of his foes, the Sultan and 
Abrack. Two to one he would not ordinarily have 
considered terrifying odds; he was used to encoun- 
tering five or ten times as much with equanimity; 
but the Sultan was not one man alone — ^he included 
the Vizier, who had struck Duncan as a forceful 
kind of man; and he included any number of others, 
unscrupulous as they were numerous. Techryk, an- 
other forceful man, was disintegrating at the bottom 
of the Sehgiz river, and the thought of him was the 
only pleasant one that came to Duncan in the con- 
templation of his enemies. In the contemplation of 
his friends here there was not even one pleasant 
thought Ounningham had quickly relapsed into 
his usual state of inebriety, and the other consuls 
seemed to fight a littie shy of Dimcan, since he had 
disregarded their advice about going away. 
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That the Vizier was in the game was proved to 
Duncan the same night that Anderson went away, 
by a visit, an unofficial, rather surreptitious visit 
Begarded as a social call it was very pleasant An 
important part of the Vizier's duties was keeping 
foreigners in good humor. His master often did 
things that called for a subsequent smoothing process 
on the part of his ministers, and practice had made 
the Vizier very " smooth." Upon the natural cour- 
tesy and urbanity of the East he had superimposed 
something of the frankness of the West, or at least 
the appearance of it; and more than once the send- 
ing of a battleship to Sirocco for purposes of chas- 
tisement had been averted because the Vizier was 
such a good fellow. 

The Vizier was a good fellow this night. He 
touched on the real question that had brought him 
to the American's rooms only after having reached 
the subject by devious, one might almost say subter- 
ranean approaches, and asked whether Duncan had 
had any communication with the English in regard 
to — -to a little adventure in which he, Duncan, had 
played his part in a heroic manner that would be 
sung by the poets of Sirocco for all future time. 

" I did not know that the poets of the Sultan's 
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kingdom had anj i aowfajge of tiw— er — Bttle ad- 
TentnTC too refer to. 

'^ Poetij learas ereiTdiiii^'' Ae Yixier aua w ei e d 
•ententioiulTy ^in tune. It will be a whe o ap c i at 
first; it win grow into a aong iriien die time shall 
be ripe. But if the English were to lean about it, 
it mi^t bring nnhappinesa to" — a shade of Intel- 
ligenoe crept into his eyes — ^ to many." 

^I have not said anydiing to them," Duncan 
answered. 

The Vizier gased long and seardiing^y at the 
American. He was a shrewder man than moal^ and 
believed that Dnncan had spdcen the tmth, where 
the ordinary Siroccan wonld have taken it for granted 
he lied. A pnzzled look, however, came into his 
face. "But why" — ^the Vizier wrinkled his fore- 
head still more — "why did you come back heret 
You surely do not think that our country contains 
limitless possibilities for — ^for adventure! " 

" A man must take what offers," Duncan answered 
laconically. 

" The eemolument of consul is hardly worth the 
risk of — our climate," the Vizier continued, follow- 
ing out his train of thought 

" You forget the perquisites." 
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"Perrqnisites! I did not know there were 
anny.** 

^' There might be a chance to make something by 
keeping quiet/' Duncan suggested. 

A look of comprehension, perhaps of relief, came 
into the intelligent face of the Sultan's deverest 
minister. "Ah! yess, to be sure. You think that 
perhaps — ^to save trouble — ?" 

Duncan permitted his left eyelid to droop slightly. 
" In our country there is a saying that every man 
has his price/' he remarked casually. 

" Verry interesting saying/' the Vizier murmured. 
" I shall be glad to talk with you again/' he added, 
rising, " about customs and manners of your coun- 
try." 

iN'othing occurred during the next week to justify 
the feelings of alarm which had animated Duncan 
and his friends as to his safety. The Sultan seemed 
to have become lost in his palace, and his Vizier 
to have none of the spirit of animosity which his 
master had shown. On the contrary, the Vizier came 
several times, in the friendliest way, to call on the 
new American consul. He came openly to his office 
in the afternoon, or to his rooms in the evening. He 
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did not refer to the subject which was uppermost in 
both their mindS; but apparently set himself to win- 
ning the friendship of the American ; and if the lat- 
ter had not already dived quite so deep beneath the 
surface of Eub-hub-nol, he might have succeeded in 
disarming his suspicions. As it was, Duncan some- 
times asked himself, in the quiet routine of his life, 
if he had not dreamt all this about DaLnera 
Grahame, his own desperate night attempt to rescue 
her from the harem of the Sultan, and his flight into 
the desert 

One afternoon, without any preamble, except a 
quiet scrutiny of Duncan's face for some time, the 
Vizier spoke: 

" I do not understand you. Why did you not go 
to yong leddy^s relatives with your history, and re- 
ceive reward from them ? *' 

As unsensationally as the question was asked, in 
so matter-of-fact a way did Duncan answer: " Who 
would have believed me, against the word of the Sul- 
tan? What proof had I? And even if they had 
sent a warship, on my word, what would they have 
accomplished? What trace of her would they have 
found? Besides,'^ he added, with a twinkle, ^^I 
may go yet, if I don't find a better market here." 
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If the Vizier doubted that Duncan would ever 
again have this opportunity he did not express it 
He only asked, in his sof t, Siroccan voice : '^ Then 
you had nothing from her — ^no letter, or message ? " 

^^ If I had had proof, would I have taken the des- 
perate risk of trying to rescue her alone ? My word 
would have been nothing to them; so I had to bring 
her. Then they would have believed — and paid.^' 

** But how, then, did you have kno'ledge she was 
here? I think onnly one other man knew — And 
he would not have told you. He would have gone 
to English if he had intention of betraying. But 

that were impossible of conceiving; though" 

The Vizier hesitated, as if he were turning over 
an impleasant, or a puzzling thought in his milid. 

"Shall I tell you" — ^Duncan leaned forward — 
" shall I tell you where he is ? " 

" Who i " the Vizier asked, without giving a sign 
that Duncan's question could have any especial sig- 
nificance. 

"The man you are thinking of," Duncan an- 
swered. 

The Vizier took a match from the table to relight 
his cigarette. 

" The man who did the kidnapping of Dalmera 
137 



SIROCCO 

Ghrahame/^ Duncan continued slowly, a tremor of 
passion in his voice beating against the stolidity 
of the Siroccan. ^^ The man who vanished off the 
face of the earth on the night of my little adventure. 
The man jou have been seeking for ever since.'^ 

The latter was a chance shot; but it seemed likely 
to the American that the Captain of the Soyal 
Guardi with his peculiar knowledge of past events, 
would not be suffered to disappear without consider- 
able effort being made to find him. 

Duncan could not have said anything that would 
have surprised and annoyed the Sultan's chief of- 
ficial more; yet he gave no sign of his surprise and 
annoyance. Far deeper-grained than his affectation 
of frankness, with which he met foreign consuls, 
was his Oriental impassivity. 

The Vizier finished his cigarette, and flicked away 
the stub with his middle finger. ^'You are wohn- 
derful man," he said. "The Sultan would have 
prize your services highly — if his feelings towards 
you had not been — ^ah — twist by unfortunate event." 

"Would you rather know where Techryk is, or 
how I learned about Dalmera Grahame ! " Duncan 
asked mockingly. 

" I do not understand the character of you," the 
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Vizier said gravely. " Though you have not signs 
of such, you say you are here only to acquire 

money ^* He pulled out his purse, opened it to 

show the gold bulging out, and laid it on the table. 
" Where is Techryk? '' he asked. 

Duncan took the purse and put it into his pocket 
" Techryk is at the bottom of the Sehgiz river," he 
answered. ^'I am surprised that no traveller has 
yet reported the situation to you, if you always pay 
as well as this for news." 

^'The Sultan might have torture' them, rocking 
the belief of their being instrumental of having 
killed Techryk," the Vizier explained simply. " It 
iss hard to foresee the acts in the future of my mas- 
ter." 

^^ Things do seem to be pretty much of a gamble 
in this country," Duncan assented. ^' I suppose he 
might be as likely to reward as to torture, if he felt 
in the mood." 

"Tess, it would depend largely on how he fan- 
cied appearance and address of them." 

The Vizier did not refer either to Techryk or to 
Dalmera Grahame during the rest of his visit, and 
was as nearly absent-minded as a man of his perfect 
manners could be. 
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BvNOAN had installed himself in the rooms for- 
merly occupied by Bumstead^ his predecessor. A 
venerable Siroccan had waited on him and nrged 
him to take the apartment^ not for its excellence, 
which was famed throughout Kub-hub-nol, but in 
order that he, the venerable Siroccan, might enjoy 
the inestimable privilege of refreshing his eyes with 
the sight of Duncan as he passed in and out. With 
becoming humility he then asked twice the price for 
the rooms that the late lamented Bumstead had been 
in the habit — ^if his irregular payments may be dig- 
nified with the title of habit — of paying. With in- 
stinctive caution Dimcan returned the Siroccan his 
compliments manifolded, and proffered one-third the 
sum suggested for the use of the rooms, thereby caus- 
ing the venerable one to weep and tear his hair the- 
atrically. They finally compromised on a sum near 
that paid by Bumstead, and the Siroccan went away 
blessing the name of his new tenant. 

Duncan went to the caravansary where he had 
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stopped on his first trip to Kub-hub-nol, expecting 
to find nothing more substantial than a rumor of 
the possible whereabouts of his camels; but to his 
considerable surprise^ he found Ben in the com- 
pound, smoking, with his eyes fixed sleepily on the 
camels chewing their cud. 

Duncan gave a grunt at the sight, and it was not 
a grunt of unmixed satisfaction* His judgment 
was not vindicated by finding Ben and the camels 
still there* 

Ben rose to his feet and saluted. 

" The camels are looking well," Duncan said. 

^' The fat has grown upon them, fold upon fold,*' 
Ben answered. ^^ The three be here. One of those 
that the noble-bom took with him on the night that 
he went away was standing without the gate the next 
morning. All three have I kept carefully — ^and the 
month was nearly at an end," he concluded plain- 
tively, the hope of camel-possession dying within 
him. 

'^ You have the small pack that was on the camel 
that returned the morning after I went away?" 
Duncan asked, with suppressed eagerness. 

^^ Yes, my master, I have it, unopened, as you left 
it" 
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Duncan put his hand over his mouth to hide the 
satisfaction he felt at recovering his poison ring 
— ^fit weapon for Siroccan diplomacy. 

'^ I will take it with me now/' he said carelessly* 

When it was safe within his embrace he stood 
pondering what to do with the camels. As Ameri- 
can consul his trading trip was manifestly at an 
end. And it appeared as if Ben could be trusted. 

'^ Take the three camels," he said at length, ^^ and 
sell them. Sell also the packs that the four camels 
brought here, and then buy me the two swiftest 
camels you can find of the Bisharin breed" — ^his 
experience in the desert with Techryk had taught 
him the difference between camels and camels — ^^ and 
also a horse of the best Arabian strain. Select the 
camels yourself; but show me the horse before you 
buy it Make a decent profit on the transaction — 
and remember this, I know a horse when I see one. 
Also I shall take out the camels and find out with 
what speed they can travel, and how far in a day. 
And — that you may see that the value of the camels 
will not ultimately be wasted — ^when I go away from 
Sirocco I shall give you the camels. Therefore there 
is no economy in buying poor ones." 

Duncan was playing on the instincts of the Siroc- 
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can servant^ who loves to be trusted by his master, 
and only loves more to cheat him. He believed that 
Ben was honester than he had any right to expect 
of one hired casually. He was convinced, however, 
that his servant's judgment in camels would be 
stimulated by the knowledge that they would even- 
tually pass into his own possession. In the matter 
of horseflesh Duncan felt that he could trust himself. 

^^ And since there will not be much for you to do 
at present with your camels/' Duncan concluded, 
*^ you will come to my lodgings and attend me there." 

Ben modestly disclaimed any ability beyond driv- 
ing camels; and a few hours' trial convinced the 
American that he spoke the truth. Kevertheless, 
Duncan felt a sense of comparative security in the 
thought of Ben as his servant that would have en- 
abled him to put up with his shortcomings — which 
were so very short that they could hardly be called 
comings at all — ^had not the camel-driver appeared 
one morning with a countenance of such lugubrious- 
ness that his master at once asked the reason. 

"I am a camel-driver, oh heaven-bom, and the 
son of a camel-driver. Also all of my brothers 
are camel-drivers, and my uncle on my father's side, 
and the three uncles on my mother's side. Before 
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ihem my grandfather — ^the father of my father ** 

'^ Hold on ! " Duncan interrupted, knowing some- 
thing of the tenacity of Ben's memory, and fearing 
to hark back to the first man that ever drove the first 
camel that ever was captured. ^^ Kow what does all 
this lead tot" 

^^ There came this morning into the compound, 
where I was attending to the beautiful camels that 
belong to the most condescending of masters, and 
which, by his goodness and the favor of Allah, will 
some day be mine, an ancient, holy woman, so old 
and so holy that she has lived ever since the time of 
the Prophet himself, having as a little child touched 
his hand, and thereby been made holy and given 
everlasting life. She is not as other women are, 
but far superior, even the equal of a man; and she 
started upon seeing me, and when I asked her what 
made her start, she would not at first tell me; but 
when I had urged her more, and given her a gift of 
money, she declared that she had seen me in her 
dreams the night before, and had been warned that 
if I forsook my calling of camel-driver — ^I that had 
within me the blood of hundreds of camel-drivers — 
a great calamity would befall me, and my flesh 
would shortly be torn by the beaks of vultures, and 
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my bones be crunched between the fangs of jackals. 
Therefore must I leave the service of the most gra- 
cious one, who has been as a mother and as a father 
to me, unless he permits me to return to the com- 
pound and tend his camels." 

" But see here, Ben, how about those two Bisharin 
camels that are coming to jou ? " Duncan argued. 

" The thought of them brings sorrow to my heart, 
but what are Bisharin camels to a dead man? And 
how could I serve the noble one if mj bones were 
being crunched by jackals ! " 

Duncan knew enough of the native superstition 
to be aware of the futility of arguments, entreaties, 
or threats. He accepted the position philosophically, 
since there was nothing else to do, and went over 
to Cunningham to ask his help in getting a reliable 
servant 

" Be-reliable 1 " Cunningham repeated. " Any of 
'em 11 kick-kill you for tuppence ha'penny. But 
Fll s-see what I c-can do." 

The next morning four men presented themselves 
to Dimcan. They looked as alike as quadruplets. 
The circumstance struck Duncan as odd. He chose 
one of them at random, and installed him in the 
place left vacant by Ben, now happy again with his 
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camels. When he mentioned this cnrious resem- 
blance to Cunningham later, the Englishman replied: 

" P-probably wanted you to take a sus-certain one, 
and so they sent four wh-who looked alike to you — 
all these damn n-n-natives look alike, anyway. 
Whichever one you c-choose, you'd have gug-got the 
one th-they wanted you to t-take." 

'' ' They ' ? " Duncan repeated. " I thought you 
were attending to it'' 

'^ I t-told my man to find you a goo-goo-good ser- 
vant But I h-haven't an idea he isn't in the p-pay 
of the S-S-Sultan." 

" What do you suppose they'll want him to do ? " 

^^ Pup-pup-poison 1 " Cunningham answered as 
laconically as he was able. 

^^ How about knifing me at night? " 

"N-not likely, unless you're out s-somewhere 
alone, w-when it might appear as if f-f oot-pads had 
dud-done it The Sultan knows we h-haven't the 
greatest kuck-confidence in him, and he'll b-be in-in- 
interrogated if he murders you in c-cold blood. But 
dud-dying suddenly, without any m-marks of vio- 
lence — ^why th-that's only natural in this b-beastly 
country. We don't take out a m-man's stomach and 
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make a mike-microsoopical examination of it: we 
just bury him.'* 

Cunningham's words had rather a reassuring ef- 
fect on Duncan, for reasons which the Englishman 
did not know. Duncan preferred attempts at poi- 
soning him to any other form of insidious attack. 
He and Anderson had foreseen these and provided 
against them. They had arrived in the Siroccan 
capital with two tremendous tin trunks. The trunks 
were both Duncan's, and they promised more in the 
way of wearing apparel than his appearance since 
had justified. As a matter of fact, Duncan's ward- 
robe was meagre. He was not naturally a dressy 
man, and much travelling had made it a custom with 
him to have as few clothes as he could get along 
with. His trunks, which to the chagrin of his new 
servant's curiosity were always kept locked, con- 
tained a complete and varied assortment of such pre- 
pared foods as would keep well in a hot climate. 

There is an unpretentious shop in Marseilles — 
Pome's — ^which does for the ardent spirits of France 
who desire to penetrate into the interior of Africa 
what the famous Lippeneck does in London. Lip- 
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peneck is world-famed, through his devemess in 
creeping into the books of African and polar explor- 
ers. Fome is a man whose eccentricity has some- 
what the effect of modesty. There is a form of ego- 
tism so complete that it will not advertise itself — 
a rare form nowadays, I admit — and this was 
Fom6's. His business, with him, was an art, and 
among men interested in that sort of thing, he had 
come to be nearly as well known as Lippeneck him- 
self. 

Anderson had originally devoted himself to the 
wholesale drug business, with an eye out for every- 
thing touching on and appertaining to it He still 
was a wholesale druggist, in addition to being a 
United States Senator, and he had been brought in 
contact with Fom6 at the time of the complications 
arising out of the Chicago Mid Wesfs sending Dor- 
sett, the explorer, to Boobagoo, for the glory of the 
Anglo-Saxon race and the great advertising of the 
Mid West. Fom6 was a man who could see the in- 
stant need of things, and after he had received a 
telegram from Anderson at Malta, he had sat up the 
whole of the night packing the two trunks already 
mentioned. 

The m6nu prepared for Duncan by Fom6 prom- 
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ised, if he adhered to it^ to be thoroughly hygienic, 
however tiresome it might prove. There was an as- 
sortment of patent foods, and malted cereals, and 
desiccated things, and predigested nourishment that 
wonld have made the advertising solicitor for a popu- 
lar magazine faint with joy. Every granulated sub- 
stance that had raised puling infants to perfect man- 
hood was present. "No dyspeptic had been reclaimed 
from the grave By meat tablets of a certain make but 
they were in the trunks. The tinned meats that had 
successfully withstood the blazing sun of darkest 
Africa and brought some hardy explorer safely back 
to civilization flashed their inviting labels at Duncan 
every time he lifted the lids of the trunks. 

" Qood to have all there are,*' Anderson had said. 

^^ You'll get sick of the nasty things soon enougL 
Fve tried 'em all on my different trips, and they're 
only fit for pigs, or North Pole explorers." 

One of the trunks contained another precautionary 
article which Duncan had not recognized. Anderson 
had presented it to him just before going away. 
Duncan turned it over, when he received it, wonder- 
ing. 

" What the devil is that ? " he asked. " A strait- 
jacket Do you think I'm as badly off as that? " 
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" I'm not sure you aren%" Anderson replied^ " to 
stay in the same country with this Sultan of yours.'' 

'^ No Sultan of mine— not yet," Duncan retorted. 
^^But you haven't told me what this strait-jacket 
is for. I don't suppose you want me to wear it to 
advertise your opinion of me to the natives." 

^^ That is one of those bullet-proof vests that cre- 
ated something of a furore a few years ago. I ran 
across the inventor of ii^ the other day^ poor devil^ 
and bought it as a curiosity. It'll do the trick, too. 
I saw a 38 calibre bullet from a Colt flatten against 
it last month. You may be able to work a blufE with 
it or something." 

Duncan was rather more pleased with the bullet- 
proof vest than with all the feeding arrangements 
of his friend. A little Western mystery in the land 
of Eastern mystery sometimes carries one a long 
way. For ordinary wear the thing was too clumsy $ 
but the occasion might arise, as Anderson had said, 
when it would come in magnificently to carry out a 
bluff. 

After Anderson had left Eub-hub-nol Duncan did 
not neglect any of the precautionary measures against 
poison that Anderson had provided for. Instead of 
allowing Deseverfi to wait at teble, as was customary, 
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he had all the dishes brought in and put on the table, 
and then sent him from the room while he ate. Dun- 
can took considerable pains to mess up the food, and 
throw portions of it out of the window, to give the 
impression that he had dined off it. Then he would 
unlock his trunk and partake of the food that he 
had brought with him, and on whose non-poisonous 
quality he could rely. 

Poor Desevere! He was near bursting with un» 
satisfied curiosity. His little black eye gleamed 
through the keyhole at the beginning of the first meal. 
Duncan perceived it, and hung a cap on the door- 
knob, an operation he repeated ^t every subsequent 
meal. This reproved, without offending the sensi- 
bilities. 

Duncan's exclusive and boring diet was entirely 
useless at this time, had he only known it It is true 
his servant, as Cunningham had surmised, was pro- 
vided by Abrack. It is true the Vizier was study- 
ing out plans whereby he might destroy Duncan — 
for whom he had considerable friendliness of feeling 
personally — ^in order to win greater favor with his 
master. But two circumstances held his hand tem- 
porarily. He wished to find out from Duncan in 
what manner Dalmera Grahame had managed to 
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commiinicate with hinii to guard against a repeti- 
tion of it; and he had been impressed by Anderson's 
intimation that he should keep an eye on the welfare 
of his friend, from Washington. This was soon after 
the Spanish war, and even Sirocco had heard a little 
about the United States by reason of it The Viz- 
ier's efforts were directed, not stopped, by the warn- 
ing of Anderson. Whatever befell Duncan must ap- 
pear in the light of an accident or of natural cli- 
matic results; and poison must not be administered 
in less time than it was natural that one coming to 
Sirocco should fall a victim to one of the swift dis- 
eases that abound in that country. 
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A HOBSE AND A LXTTBB 

That Drmcan and his doings were the subject of 
dose attention to the Sultan and his friends the 
American was to learn in the few following weeks, 
although to his surprise he came upon no proof of 
attempts to poison him, the little dogs whom he fed 
on portions of his meals retaining the best of healtL 

The very day after the Vizier's last visit a horse 
and a letter came to Duncan. The letter caused 
him immoderate amusement and subsequently some 
profit The horse gave him food for thought 

Just after breakfast Ben stumped stolidly into his 
room, and touched knee, breast, and forehead, in sign 
of respect and fidelity. 

'^ There is a horse below that comes of the purest 
desert stocL His mothers' names are written on 
parchment for three hundred years." (The pure- 
bred Arabian traces his pedigree only through his 
dams.) 

Duncan looked out and saw a magnificent grey, 
standing in the street below, motionless, as if of gran- 
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ite. A man, immobile as the horse, held the bridle. 
It was a sight to gladden a horseman's heart, espe- 
cially one who might have to ride for his life. 

Dissembling his pleasure, as becomes a horse- 
trader over all other traders, Duncan asked: ^'How 
does he ride ? " 

^^ I am no horseman, also the owner will not let 
me mount him. He says the master alone shall ride 
— ^and judge for himself/' 

Duncan went down and circled the horse, who 
held his head proudly as if knowing that no blemish 
could be found on him, not the tiniest splint on 
cannon bone, or suspicion of windgall on his perfect 
ankles. Duncan ran his hand over him, more from 
the horseman's habit than because he was not already 
satisfied. Still, the stallion stood immovable, not 
flinching or offering to kick. Yet there was a little 
tension of his ears, as he stood there quietly: they 
were drawn slightly backward, and a thin rim of 
white showed around the brown of the eyes. 

" Take off the saddle," Duncan commanded. He 
had the faintest, intangible feeling that there was 
something wrong with the horse ; and the saddle of 
Sirocco, placing the rider, as it does, inches above 
the horse's back, with short stirrups, which permit 
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no feel of the legs along the horse's flanks, did not 
appeal to him, used as he was to the long leathers 
of a stock saddle. He felt safer bareback. He 
loosened the chain of the severe curb bit, too, before 
he mounted. Instead of straddling the horse, he 
merely threw his weight across his back, to see how 
quiet he was. 

In the world of horses there are rears and rears. 
Sometimes a well-bred colt, mounted carelessly by 
a person who has not the grace to make his ap- 
proaches with due formality, wiU flop over on his 
back as swiftly as an Alderman hurrying across f. 
banana skin. But that is in the nature of things. The 
horse that Duncan half mounted was not one rear- 
ing casually. The fame of his accomplishment must 
have been such as to travel far beyond his Bedouin 
tribe, in this land of gende horses — ^far and high, 
even as high as the ears of the Grand Vizier of Si- 
rocco. For alert from his vague suspicions as Dun- 
can was, and in a position to slip off most easily, he 
only just escaped being caught beneath the horse 
as he fell over badrseards, crashing against the 
ground. Had he been in the saddle, or even astride, 
he could hardly have thrown himself to one side in 
time. 
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Duncan acrambled to his feet dazed at the sud- 
denness of it alL He first considered it an accident; 
then the thought burned through his brain that the 
horse had been brought for the purpose of killing or 
crippling him. He turned savagely on the groom, 
holding the reins of the stallion^ who again stood 
immobile as a statue, the only evidence of his recent 
escapade being his dusty back, and a slight widening 
of the white around the brown of his eyes. Duncan 
turned on the groom, but before he had said a word 
he remembered that after all this man was an 
underling, a tool — ^possibly an innocent one — who 
would willingly be sacrificed by those who had in- 
spired his acts, especially since they had failed. 

The American turned coolly back to his inspection 
of the horse, as if nothing in the least unusual had 
happened, and in the end announced, in a matter- 
of-fact tone, that the horse did not suit him. He 
turned and walked up the stairs to his rooms, from 
a window of which the face of Deseverfi disappeared. 
Does not a servant always take an interest in the 
horse-buyings of his master ! 

The letter which completed Duncan's experiences 
for the day arrived after darL Duncan had been 
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to call on CiuminghanL He yearned for the sociely 
of a " white man/' even of one more or less under 
the influence of liquor. Going out after dark was 
not prudent for the American; but he took the risk. 
He was sore over the horse episode of the morning. 
Though he had been expecting covert attacks ever 
fiince his return to the Sultan's capital, this one 
wounded him in his pride. He had known bad 
horses. He had conquered the Bazjee pony of India, 
which none before had ever ridden except when they 
were nearly dead from starvation and partially crip- 
pled. He had seen men killed by horses in the West ; 
but it had been in the deliberate venturing of the 
devil in the man against the devil in the horse. His 
experience this morning had been almost a blind 
falling into a trap laid before the feet of one who 
was on his guard. That he had escaped was due to 
luck, more than to anything else. He was hurt in 
his pride of horse-knowledge, which is one of the 
deepest of men's vanities. 

As he was mounting the steps to his rooms a slave- 
woman thrust a letter into his hand, and disappeared 
into the n^ht 

"H'ml" Duncan grunted. "Mysterious veiled 
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lady and everything complete. I'm right in the 
swim." 

In his room he read the superscription, in a 
small, pointed, slanting hand — ^^ Mr. Duncan, Esq/' 
^^Very polite, indeed," he commented, and opened 
the letter. 



"Dear Mr. Duncan, kind friend, 

" I am writing this to in- 
form you how I have changed my mind. I find in 
my husband all excellent qualities, such as make pe^ 
feet man and royal ruler, and most delicious hus- 
band. I have sorrow for trouble I have made you 
before. Please do not communicate with my blood 
relatives. They would make great disturbance, and 
I am only wishful for peace to enjoy my blessings 
and all comforts of home. 

" Your obliged friend, 

** Miss Dalmeba Gbahams." 

Dimcan read the epistle once, and then again, and 
the laughter which it evoked made him more cheer- 
ful than he had been since entering the domain of 
the Sultan. 
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"Pretty good for the Vizier!'' he chuckled, 
"especially that 'all comforts of home' — ^that's a 
good touch." 

He went to bed in excellent humor. " This is a 
horse on the Vizier/' he muttered, as he was sinking 
off into sleep, " if the grey did come pretty near being 
a horse on me." 
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BLA0S3CAII. 

Although Duncan was expecting another visit 
from the Vizier soon, he had not anticipated re- 
ceiving one so shortly as the following night. '^ He 
has swifter camels than I had/' the AmericaB 
thought to himself y when he saw the minister come 
in. 

The talk veered from one polite topic to another. 
It is not etiquette in Sirocco to approach any point 
too precipitately, and the Vizier was irreproachable 
in his manners. Indeed, the American trader won- 
dered if his own were not acquiring a perceptible 
polish through his continued intercourse with him. 
^^He's better than a course in parlor conversation 
from a correspondence school/' Duncan said, and 
weighed every speech of the Vizier's the more care- 
fully; for he knew that although the Siroccan was 
a polished gentleman, his tongue was in his head 
for use and not for ornament 

" Have you found yet a Horse to suit you? " the 
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.Vizier asked casually, when other topics were talked 
out " I heard that you were searching one." 

The directness of the question nearly took Dun- 
can's breath away. It was most admirable, if in- 
deed he had inspired the sending of the grey stallion 
the day before. Duncan had supposed that horses 
would be the last animals the Vizier would touch 
upon. 

Placidly the Siroccan continued, before the Ameri- 
can had opened his mouth for an answer : ^^ You must 
miss the exercise — ^you Anglo-Saxons are so fond of 
exercise." If there was any latent irony in the Viz- 
ier's mind not a trace of it appeared in his smooth 
voice. 

" One was brought for me to try yesterday morn- 
ing," Duncan replied to the imperturbable official. 
" He reared badly and came pretty near killing me. 
You are like us: you try to sell strangers the worst 
horses. It is wonderful the speed with which the 
news that a man wants to buy a horse spreads through 
the land — even as it does with us. In time I shall 
find one to suit me. I should be glad if I could get 
one as swift as the camel of your servant." 

" My servant? " the Vizier repeated. 

'^Yes, the one who has just been to the Sehgus 
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aeft Did you find friend Techryk, as I told 
you?" 

A barely perceptible smile lurked in the Vizier's 
beard. Every diplomatic instinct in him enjoyed 
Duncan's keenness^ as the skilled tennis player en- 
joys the perfect strokes of his opponent. The Vizier 
was a broader man than most Siroccans. He had 
taken into account the possibility that Duncan might 
be speaking the truth in telling him where Teohryk 
waS; and had sent to investigate. He acknowledged 
that the ordinary Siroccan bungled his diplomacy by 
lying all the time : thus the European often was able 
to deceive him. One may not be able to discover 
the truth from Siroccan lips, but one can at least 
know one thing that is not the truth; and this helps 
in the delicate process of elimination. The Occi- 
dental method of giving a liberal admixture of the 
truth is more efficacious : it would speedily ruin the 
grocer to sell pure sand as sugar. 

" Techryk was indeed discov* where you said, and 
I have made great profit of it with the Sultan," the 
Vizier answered, with engaging frankness. '^ I in- 
struct' three slaves in swear' that Techryk was en- 
deavor' to escape to the English to betray secret of 
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yong leddy. I send them after him, and frighten 
him into the desert, where they follow him in devi- 
ous flight, until he made final stand at the Sehgiz 
Cleft, and was staV and drown' by my faithful ser- 
vants." 

*' Wasn't it hard to make the time appear prob- 
able — ^it's over a month now ? " Duncan asked, as 
if he were listening to the simplest matter. 

" They displayed cut-off head as best proof, and 
the story was learned with many cares. Also the 
Sultan does not weigh and sift, like American. He 
flies into an anger, or sits cold and unmoved, and 
refuses to think about things. You should feel much 
pleasure at what I have done ; for my master's pas- 
sion was for a time diverted from you to Techryk." 
Eeminiscently, the Vizier added: "Techryk was 
verry useful man." 

" Yes — ^alive or dead. Fm surprised you didn't 
send his hoofs to the glue factory." 

" The glue factory ? " The Vizier was genuinely 
puzzled. 

*'He served the Sultan well in the past," Dun- 
can went on, not explaining his American humor; 
"but didn't you work him too hard? A race- 
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hone can't win every day, even if he is a stake 
horee.^ 

^^I do not understand your talk about horses. 
Techryk was no horse." 

^^ Yon expected Techryk to chase a lively Ameri- 
can man like me, and bring me back to the Sultan 
so that I might be boiled in oil, or something like 
that — and catching me is no fool of a job," Duncan 
said, with deliberate boastfulness; ^'and then you 
also expect him to capture English girls that the Sul- 
tan wants, and place dead bodies of other women in 
their places, in order to deceive their friends. We 
believe in a division of labor in my country." 

The Vizier was frightened, and for a fleeting in- 
stant he showed it, self-controlled though he was. 
Where had this remarkable American obtained his 
knowledge? The Vizier, the Sultan, and Techryk 
alone had known the manner of Dalmera's kidnap- 
ping; yet this consul, this trader, blacksmith, or 
amulet-dispenser from over seas appeared to know 
the details as well as he himself. 

Duncan broke in upon his thoughts : " By tKe way, 
you said you would reward me for anything — er— 
from Dalmera Grahame," he said tentatively. 
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" Did I not pay you well for news of Techryk — 
even though he was dead ? '' the Vizier asked. 

" Yes, I got a rake-off, though you seem to have 
worked the graft most for yourself.'' 

*' I am willing to pay for anything," the Vizier 
said gently. 

"A letter, now '' 

The Vizier watched him covertly : " Tess.'' 

'* What would a letter from a certain young lady 
be worth?'' 

The Vizier drew from his fingers two turquoise 
rings. " Would these do ? " 

"Very well," Duncan answered. He took from 
his pocket the bogus letter from Dalmera Grahame, 
which he had received the day before, and handed 
it to his guest. With the return movement of his 
hand, he swept the two rings from the table. 

Eagerly, with fine pretense, the Vizier read the 
letter. " Ah ! " he said, with an accent of satisfac- 
tion. And the accent was not entirely simulated; 
for here was proof additional to the finding of Tech- 
ryk that the American spoke the truth only; further 
proof also that Duncan had not received any other 
letter from the girl which he could show to the Eng- 
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lishy if he were not bought off or put out of the way 
by the Sultan. He felt at this instant that he held 
Duncan in the hollow of his hand. 

The Vizier had firm faith in the efficacy of mur- 
dering men. And because the horse of the day be- 
fore had failed to kill Duncan — ^which would have 
appeared so delightfully accidental — ^he did not feel 
discouraged. Indeed, he was rather glad; for there 
was one thing more that he would like to find out 
from Duncan before he put him where he could tell 
no tales. 

Duncan watched the Vizier read the bogus letter, 
and admired his acting. It was not bad acting on 
either side. 

^^And now the manner of your communicating 
with her in the first place t " the Vizier said gently, 
yet with a certain assurance, as if there could be no 
further reticence on Duncan's part — a persuasive 
manner of almost hypnotic force. 

Duncan knocked the ashes from his pipe with de- 
liberation. He was exorcising the charm of the 
Vizier's manner. ^^ I shall have to think about that 
a while longer," he answered. 

*^ Do you know worth of those rings ? To a poor 
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man they are a fortune.'^ Other rings were implied 
in the voice of the Vizier. 

" Yes, but they are a dangerous fortune. There 
are desperate men in Sirocco. I might not live to 
carry these rings out of the country. They are not 
exactly an amulet to help me to escape. You want 
to know how I heard from Dalmera Grahame, in the 
first place, because she might communicate with 
others as she did with me, unless I told you, so that 
you could stop her. Somehow," Duncan continued 
musingly, " I feel as if that knowledge were a safe- 
guard for me, as if nothing would happen to me 
while I kept it to myself. But would you," and his 
manner changed to one of businesslike briskness, 
" would you send whatever you thought the telling 
was worth to an American ship on the coast ? " 

^ Yess," the Vizier answered eagerly. He thought 
liimself at the culmination of his quest 

^' All right," Duncan answered placidly. " Send 
me with it, and see me safely on board an American 
ship, and there Fll tell you the secret" 

The look of eagerness on the face of the Siroccan 
changed. His diplomatic mask did not hide the 
downcast feeling that came over him when the cup 
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was thus dashed from his thirrtiiig lips. He knew 
that his master would rather risk a war with Ae 
powers than forego his revenge on this man. Only 
by the strongest representations of Duncan's absolute 
powerlessness ultimately to escape had the Yiaer 
prevented his passionate and undisciplined master 
from crushing Duncan at onpe, and in some manner 
that would bring severe punishment on him itam 
the civilized nations who felt called on to keep an 
eye on the Sultan's good behavior, an eye in which 
there lurked a desire for the rich territory of this 
North African kingdom. 

The Vizier swallowed once before he spoke again 
— swallowed his disappointment. ^^Iss that what 
in your country you call ^ bussiness ' t Mr. Bum- 
stead, the amiable gentleman who preceded you as 
American consul, talked to me so much of the ^ bussi- 
ness ' ways of his country, and prophesied that we 
should nef er be great as he seemed to think you were, 
unless we came to this same method of bussiness." 

Duncan laughed. ** The Sultan has got a clever 
Vizier, anyway. I should like to tell him what a 
treasure you are." 

'^ The opportunity is to you, if you wish it," the 
Vizier answered suavely. ^'The Sultan yesterday 
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request' me to tell you that he would be glad to le- 
ceive you socially. He has forgiven you your esca- 
pade. He thinks it was onnly foolish desire for ad* 
venture with which your countrymen are cursed. He 
would be pleased to see you, not offeecially, but late 
in the afternoon when he takes his pleasure." 

Though the Vizier's voice was smooth and encour- 
aging, as befitted the bearer of a polite invitation, 
Duncan could see that it did not enter his mind that 
the invitation would be accepted. But Duncan, in 
spite of his habitual caution in conducting risky af- 
fairs, was possessed by occasional dashes of audacity 
that he could hardly explain to himself, and all the 
foolhardiness he ever felt came over him at this 
moment. 

" I shall be very glad to come," he answered. 

The Vizier looked at him. ilTone other than that 
word of doubtful ancestry, " flabbergasted," will ex- 
press the state of his feelings at this matter-of-fact 
acceptance. He was too much overcome even to have 
recourse to the diplomatic cigarette, the rolling or 
the lighting or the playing with which has given 
to many a statesman time to gather his wits and 
formulate a fitting rejoinder, when his tongue was 
sorely at loss for a suitable lie. The Vizier stared 
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at Duncan, and a wave of something akin to self- 
pity came over him, unintrospective as he was. Was 
his passionate and reckless master not enough to have 
to manage^ and to guard from the results of his own 
imprudence, that the objects of his hate must thrust 
themselves f orward, wantonly, to tempt the Sultaa 
to destroy them, in the manner that would be most 
embarrassing, most cruelly embarrassing to the de- 
stroyer ? 

Duncan watched the Vizier with keen delight 
His pleasures were not ordinarily psychological; 
yet he was following the actions of his guesf s mind 
with great accuracy; and the humor in his com- 
position responded to the situation, dubious as an 
onlooker might have deemed it for him. Truly he 
was a man to ^^ shake the iron hand of Fate, and 
match with Destiny for beers.'' 

The Vizier prolonged his visit until he had man- 
aged to collect his nerve; and when at last he left 
Duncan, very sleepy, it was not entirely ill- 
pleased, in spite of the surprises he had experi- 
enced. He had paid a large price for a worthless 
letter; but he still anticipated success in getting from 
Duncan the information he wished — ^when he should 
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pay enough for it His Siroccan instincts perfectly 
understood the American's holding off for a larger 
price. He had tested Duncan^ and Duncan had rung 
true to the stroke of gold. Duncan had promised 
nothing he had not performed ; he had rendered ser- 
vice for all money taken. Yet even as Duncan had 
mistrusted the Arabian stallion, subconsciously al- 
most, so there lurked in the back of the Vizier's mind 
a suspicion, a feeling, an intuition that in spite of 
all his tests, he might not have plumbed the depths 
of the American's character. It was this which kept 
him from despising Duncan, as he despised all his 
tools. Or perhaps it was because, in spite of having 
bought him and bought him again, he was unable 
to despise Duncan utterly, that he had this feeling 
of vague uneasiness in regard to him. 

As for the Sultan, the Vizier trusted that from 
the ease of getting Duncan to venture into the lion's 
mouth, it would be possible to persuade the lion not 
to snap his jaws at this venturing — ^not till a fitting 
time, one less likely to give trouble with the Powers. 



171 



XXL 

THB HAND OF THB SULTAIT 

DuvoAV^ although successful thus far — being still 
alive, which was to be counted a fair measure of 
success — ^had achieved nothing in the matter of res- 
cuing or communicating with Dalmera Gh^ahame^ 
and in so far he had failed. The English girl mi^t 
be buried in some dungeon, utterly inaccessible to 
hun, or she might be in another palace — she might 
even be dead, although, from the Vizier's tails, Dun- 
can was quite sure she was not But how to com- 
municate with her t That his old method would be 
quite futile he was so convinced that he gave it no 
thought Marked man as he was he could not hope 
again to tap out messages under the Sultan's harem- 
lik, while watching for notes to come to him in re- 
turn. Yet he must find some way of communica- 
ting with her, or else turn the affair over to the blun- 
dering hands of the English Qovemment He had 
hopes of getting Ounningham into shape to be able 
to help him. He was working on him as hard as 
the most ardent temperance advocate could wish. He 
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ioxmd the role of proselyter awkward. Inducing 
another to sign the pledge is hard for one whose 
natural instincts were to pass the bottle roimd. He 
saw some improvement in the Englishman, as the 
resnlt of his efforts, but unless he told him the whole 
story he could offer no sufficient inducement to Cun- 
ningham to reform; and Duncan simply was afraid 
to trust the other in his present state. Of all broken 
reeds a drunken man is the worst, because there is 
no counting on him. One can calculate on the folly 
of the fool, or the weakness of the degenerate, or the 
yidousness of the knave. A drunken man obeys no 
known law: he becomes surly or expansive, silent or 
loquacious, without reascHi. He may guard a bundle 
of hosiery with his life, and at the same minute let 
a bag full of greenbacks slip through his fingers. 
Duncan himself, in the matter of the Somersault 
Pony at Simla, kicked over the bucket into which 
Fate was milking fame and fortune, because he him- 
self had drunk too much of the bottle, and felt that 
it would be unfriendly not to make another do the 
same. 

However, although Duncan dared not yet enlist 
the cooperation of Cunningham, ai^ opportunity for 
TnAlnng some progress seemed to open before him 
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in his coming interview with the Sultan. He. had 
accepted the invitation merely on the impnlae of the 
moment; yet^ in thinking abont it after the Vizier 
left him, a hope sprang np in his heart that he mi^t 
get some clue to the girl's whereabouts from the Sul- 
tan, possibly even some chance of giving her an ink- 
ling that he was still alive^ still exerting himfleTf on 
her behalf. 

Having accepted the Sultan's invitation, it was 
characteristic of Duncan that he never for a moment 
hesitated in carrying out the perilous social datj. 
Divining, rather than reasoning out, the devious 
ways in which the Siroccan mind travels, he was not 
afraid of being murdered in the palace. Neverthe- 
less, he went prepared. A reserve of caution is 
necessary in the rashest enterprises, if they are to 
succeed : it is this makes the difference between splen- 
did achievement and foolish failure. Duncan was 
rash to venture into the Sultan's palace ; but his was 
a rashness that went well heeled. He debated long 
with himself whether to wear Anderson's bullet- 
proof waistcoat beneath his coat He finally decided 
against it because activity seemed more likely to be 
of benefit to him — ^if worst came to worst — than a 
garment which would turn a bullet from his heart 
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Anderson's present was undeniably clumsy, and it 
had taken no great stretch of imagination on Dun- 
can's part to imagine it a strait-jacket. Except for 
this, he went as fully prepared for mortal com- 
bat as the means at his command permitted. 
'* Somebody's going first, if they pot me," he said, 
patting the smooth working Colt inside his waist- 
coat, which lay so handy for sudden use. Lastly, 
he slipped on his middle finger the poison-ring which 
he had got from Abrack, when the physician had 
visited him in his blacksmith's shop opposite the 
harem at the edge of the bazaar. 

Duncan found the Sultan in a cold, apathetic 
mood, such as he had heard from common report 
prevailed with him when he was not excited. His 
hand did not tremble as he lighted his cigarette, and 
he scrutinized the American with cool curiosity. The 
Vizier, on the other hand, standing behind the lounge 
of his master, could not quite cover the nervous dread 
he felt at the possible outcome of this visit. 

To his surprise Duncan found himself rather em- 
barrassed. He had never called before on a man 
whom he was trying to rob of his favorite wife, and 
had not imagined the delicacy of the situation. 

With Oriental politeness the Sultan relieved the 
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strain of the sitnatian by talking on indifferent sub- 
jects. The Vizier as he listened and assisted at the 
conversation gradually lost something of the sup- 
pressed agitation that had marked him at first. Hie 
r^arded his master as a kind of human dynamite^ 
and he had feared greatly that Duncan might act 
as a detonating cap. Had he had any idea that 
Duncan would have accepted the Sultan's invitation 
he would have found some way of avoiding his ac- 
ceptance^ or rather — ^for the straightforward way 
always seemed best to him, when possible — ^he would 
simply not have delivered the invitation, and then 
have told the Sultan that Duncan was unwilling 
to trust himself in his palace. 

The Vizier's brow had hardly smoothed itself to 
its accustomed non-committal smoothness, when his 
full horror was aroused by a request from the Sul- 
tan that ho would go out of the room, and leave Dun- 
can alone with him. The Vizier cast a pleading 
look at his master, and began to stammer out such 
words of protest as he dared. The Sultan, cutting 
him short with an impatient gesture, in which Dun- 
can could see the quick-rising fury at being crossed, 
^peated his command, and no more words came from 
the troubled lips of the Vizier. 
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When the agitated door had closed upon the chief 
functionary of his realm, the Sultan, with his de- 
meanor as calm and cool as it was at first, said : 

'* My Vizier tells me that it is only for the hope 
of money that you have returned to Kub-hub-nol." 

Duncan was rather startled at this direct coming 
to the point, yet he saw, with the quick ability to 
judge men which experience brings, that there 
was in the Sultan a strain of something nobler than 
he had expected, of something better than there was 
in the accomplished Vizier. With some adversaries 
it pays best to belittle one's self before the contest, 
as trainers belittle their horses before the race. With 
others it is different. It was war between Duncan 
and the Sultan, war to the bitter end, yet to the Sul- 
tan Duncan did not feel moved to declare himself a 
simple blackmailer, as he had to the Vizier. 

" Tour Majesty," Duncan said slowly, " one does 
act always tell the motive." 

*' Then you love her yourself? " A yellow light 
began to bum in the deep-set eyes that had looked 
90 cold. 

"I have never seen her," Duncan said quickly. 
" I was only going to take her back to her friends." 

^'But why should she want to go back to her 
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friends? '^ the Sultan burst forth, his calm changbg 
to black passion, as a placid lake darkens at the 
breath of a sudden storm, "Why should she not 
be happy here? She repels my love. Why does 
she ? " His voice in the last sentence had less of 
anger than almost pathetic bewilderment '*For 
what are women created except to minister to the 
pleasures of men? What can they desire higher 
than to be loved by them ? To be loved by men is 
their life, their happiness. Do we not know that 
even after death they are permitted to exist, and are 
made young again, merely to give fresh pleasure to 
us in paradise ? And is it not paradise on earth to 
be chosen for my harem ? " 

Duncan shook his head. He was a trader, not a 
dialectician. He felt that the Sultan had somdiow 
got the world and its values mixed, yet he did not 
see how he could set him straight. 

The Sultan saw the dissent in Duncan's face and 
gesture. He rose from his seat and walked up and 
down the room, the rage and disappointment of his 
heart plain in his tread. 

"What would you do?'' he asked at length, 
abruptly, to the American. " Tou are of her race. 
Ton know how your men win your women. You 
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know how they make them give themselves up to 
them. I do not understand." He threw his hands 
upward with a gesture almost of despair. 

"I am not a lady's man," Duncan answered 
slowly. "I am what we call a man's man. But, 
in general, I should say that you had put the cart 
before the horse." 

" The cart before the horse ? " the Sultan repeated. 
" I do not understand." 

" We generally do our courting before marriage," 
Duncan explained dryly. 

"Oh! Tou think it is because I had her kid- 
napped and brought here by force?" the Sultan 
asked as simply as a child, a new idea struggling 
into his mind. 

" It might tend to create a prejudice against your 
Majesty in an English girl's mind," Duncan said 
gravely. 

" I should have thought that she would be pleased 
that I cared so much." 

The intonation showed Duncan that the Sultan 
honestly believed the world could contain no greater 
blessing for Dalmera Grahame than being abducted 
by the Sultan of Sirocco. Duncan did not care to 
suggest to the Sultan — as he knew it would be im- 
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poBsible to convince him — ^that it might not be con- 
sidered fio great an honor in Europe. There is a 
certain etiquette to be observed in talking to a Sul- 
tan in his own palace. Curiously enough, tbo, Dun- 
can felt a liking for the Sultan, and the liking was 
reciprocated. The Sultan had talked to the Ameri- 
can as he had had no intention of doing, and even 
while conserving all his intention of killing the 
American, could confide in him as he could not to 
any of his own retinue. 

^^ What shall I do to please her ! " he asked, with 
a plaintive note in his voice. Then suddenly chan- 
ging to fury, he burst out: ^^ To think that I should 
condescend to ask a man like you how to win favor 
with my own wives I '* 

Duncan received the outburst in absolute stolid^ 
ity, and after a minute the Sultan added grudgingly: 
" But since I have asked you — tell me I '* 

It seemed to Duncan that there might be a chance 
here for a grand stroke for the instant success of his 
mission. In the Sultan's passionate nature what 
height of generosity might he not be capable of! 

^^ You might set her at Hberly — send her back to 
her friends.'^ 
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The Sultan stared at him in astonishment ^* But 
then I should lose her," he said simply. 

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. " It is one way 
of gaining favor with a woman in my country — 
giving her up when you canH get her." 

The Sultan shook his head. This method did not 
recommend itself to him at alL " Tou have no phU- 
tres — ^no charms?" he asked. "When you came 
here as a blacksmith" — ^the veins on the Sultau's 
forehead swelled with anger at the remembrance of 
Duncan's past conduct. He controlled himself and 
continued, even as Duncan's hand instinctively crept 
towards the revolver in his breast — "you gave an 
amulet for sickness which worked well." 

^ I have none whose efficacy is sure," Duncan an- 
swered slowly, seeing a way opening for communica- 
ting again with Dalmera Grahame. " There are, it 
is true, certain phrases which may be written on 
paper, whose effect is soothing to a mind inflamed 
by unnatural dislike. That is the first step towards 
love." 

'* Sit down and write them," the Sultan com- 
manded. He touched a bell, and ordered pen and 
paper from the slave that came. 

" I would rather write it at home ^" 
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\ ^^ Write it nowl'' the Sultan repeated, a ^eam 
\ of suspicion TningliTig with the quick anger of tiie 
tyrant who has not learned to take a refusal from 
man. 

While waiting for the paper and pen Duncan 
racked his mind for some message that should tell 
the recipient of the '^ charm ^ that he was still try- 
ing to rescue her^ to bid her keep up hope. Tlie 
harder he thought the more his mind seemed an 
absolute blank. He had only felt so helpless on two 
occasions before in his life: the time he had beea 
thrown into the stream of pitch by Aurablis^ Queen 
of the Anabazis^ and at an examination in a little 
schoolhouse in Maine, after a term spent largely in 
truancy — ^his wandering traits had developed early 
— ^when he had tried vainly to write. 

The slave brought the writing materials, and Dun- 
can dipped the pen into the ink. He smoothed out 
the paper, and examined the nib of the pen^ as if 
the efficacy of the writing depended on that. The 
Sultan watched him jealously. 

Duncan dipped the pen into the ink again. He 
placed the point of the pen on the middle of the page. 
Slowly he formed a large letter D, for no reason, 
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except that it was one of the twenty-six letters of the 
alphabet — ^perhaps because it b^an his own name. 
The tip of his tongue formed the letter D silently 
against the roof of his mouthy and his tongue thus 
b^inning a word^ to a mind absolutely blank, went 
on of its own accord into the words of the old nur- 
sery rhyme, " Dickory dock." He added a " Hick- 
ory " on in front, and then surveyed the whole with 
a feeling of satisfaction it is given to few authors 
to know. An intense relief was in his heart that 
any words had been vouchsafed him. An instant 
before the universe had seemed wordless — ^a void into 
which speech had never entered. 

He finished the foolish little nursery rhyme. 
After all, it might lead to something. The words 
were sufficiently nonsensical and mysterious to sat- 
isfy the Sultan, and Dabnera Grahame would prob- 
ably guess from them that he was in the vicinity 
and trying to find a way to help her. She might 
even herself find some way to send him a message, 
knowing that he was in Kub-hub-noL 

He handed the sheet of paper to the Sultan. 
*^ That is the best I know," he said. He did not 
want to leave any chance for a demand for further 
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chamiB, in the revtdsion of feeling that eaxne over 
him. It seemed to him that he wonld never wish 
to put pen to paper again as long as he lived* 

The Sultan studied the first line, and was im- 
pressed. After he had finished the stanza he lodced 
up. 

^^ The words seem simple. Oan you explain their 
inner meaning? '' he asked. 

^^ Only the wisest of our wise men can do thai 
But you can see what potenf^ there must be in them,'' 
Duncan answered impressively. 

** It is well/' the Sultan said, with a subtle change 
of manner, " and I will give you your reward— a 
reward for all you have done for me.'' He spoke 
with a soft sibilance that warned like the hiss of a 
snake. ^^ And now good-by.'' The Sultan held out 
his hand to Duncan. 

Shaking hands is never practised by Siroocans^ 
and the American's quick suspicions were aroused. 
He knew that the Sultan prided himself on adopting 
no foreign custom. 

The streak of dare-deviltry in Duncan, which was 
usually well curbed by his caution, came to the front 
once more : ^^ You do not want to shake hands with 
me," he said, and opened his hand, palm upwards, 
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in front of the Snltan. The poison-ring, with its 
deadly point oozing a little of the greenish liquid, 
was revealed. 

The Sultan blanched. "Would you kill me in 
my own palace ? '* he cried. As with many despots, 
assassination was his horror. 

He reached out to touch the bell that would call 
his slaves from the ante-chamber. 

" Hold on a minute,'' Duncan said. " Before you 
call your guard suppose you open your own hand ? " 

The Sultan stopped. Then he laughed, and open- 
ing his fingers displayed another poison-ring to match 
the one that Duncan wore. He extended his arm, 
his hand still open: "Will you now accept my 
hand?'' he asked. 

What possessed the American to do what he now 
did, he never could tell. He was not anxious to die. 
To die himself, even accompanied by the death of 
the Sultan, would effect nothing towards the release 
of the English girl — ^indeed, it would forever pre- 
vent her gaining her freedom. Tet slowly he ex- 
tended his hand, and slowly advanced to take the 
hand of the Sultan. It was not a bluff. So surely 
as the Sultan were to keep his hand where it was, 
80 surely would both die within a few seconds, 
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thongK notfaing was gained for either by ilie sac- 
rifice. 

They were three steps apart, yet etemily seemed 
to stand still while Duncan took them. 

Their hands almost touched, when the Snltan 
dropped his. He laughed again, softly. 

''You are a brave man,'' he said; and although 
Duncan was within striking distance, had he medi- 
tated treachery, the Sultan did not recoil from him, 
or call for the protection of his guard. '* Tou are 
the bravest man I have ever known. But the stakes 
are not equaL I am the Sultan, and you ^^ 

'' Have only one life to live," Duncan put in, as 
the other hesitated, his Oriental politeness at fault 
to describe the difference between man and man. 
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Latb into the night Duncan sat, after his visit to 
the Sultan, and thought over the events of the day. 
At a bound he seemed to have penetrated farther 
into the heart of this strange country than he had 
done during the whole of the rest of the time he had 
been here. There was for him an air of unreality 
about it all. He could hardly make himself think 
that he was not dreaming, or transported into some 
stage-land where the dragons were only cardboard, 
and the kings minor actors earning an honest living 
by their mummery. Yesterday he had known the 
Sultan merely as a reigning potentate, against whose 
happiness and peace of mind he was conspiring to 
the full of his ability: now he suddenly knew him 
as a man, and in a curious fashion he was strongly 
attracted by him. The pity of his unretumed love 
for the English girl struck him forcibly, a love that 
nearly rose out of the depths of Oriental sensuality 
into real love. The personality of the man appealed 
to him. He liked the Sultan, and felt that the Sul- 
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tan liked him; yet he knew that the Snitan would 
not hesitate an instant to poison hini^ or otherwise 
to murder him in the most convenient fashion; and 
as for himself he felt no abatement in the zest of 
his quest — and to what lengths it would lead him he 
did not know^ nor did he much care. There was no 
limit to the game as they played it 

That the Sultan took the same view of the case 
that he did, Duncan soon had proof. TTp to this 
time the American had taken every precaution in his 
eating and drinking. He had tried everything on 
his dog, his cat^ or his canary, and in general he had 
abstained from eating anything that his servant 
Desever6 prepared for him. Dog and cat and 
canary enjoyed the best of health, and Duncan had 
grown a little careless. He had even doubted at 
times whether Cunningham was right in declaring 
that his servant would surely be in the pay of the 
Sultan or of the Vizier, with orders to poison him 
at the first suitable opportunity. But his doubts 
were dispelled when three mornings in succession 
he lost, first, a stray pup that had followed him home 
— ^Duncan had a gift of making friends with wander- 
ing curs — ^then a parrot that he had recently added 
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to his menagerie, and lastly his cat, one of the fa- 
mous two-tailed cats of Siiocoa 

^'There's something doing/' Duncan commented, 
looking ruefully at the hody of the latest victim. He 
perceived that although he was sound as a hell, his 
life was not what the Ufe insurance companies would 
call a good risk. 

"This'n be good for the cat market," Buncan 
philosophized, as his pets passed thus rapidly away. 
He was at considerable pains not to let Desevere 
know that the poison had taken effect on anything, 
and disposed of the bodies with care. In addition, 
he spent more time than ever mussing up the food 
on his table, and secreting portions of it, in order 
to give the impression that he had dined as heartily 
off it as his enemies hoped he would. 

Every morning after this Duncan strolled to the 
bazaar and bought a kitten of the two-tailed breed, 
for which Sirocco is famous. They are really not 
two-tailed at all, but have a slight cleft at the end of 
the tail for an inch or so. It is quite the thing for 
travellers to buy one to take home, and as they in- 
variably die on the voyage, and as those that remain 
in Sirocco are very prolific, the two-tailed cat in- 
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doBtry is perhaps the most paying export trade of 
the oountry. 

Duncan felt an enlivening of the vital forces 
within him, as kitten after kitten tasted of Deseveri'fl 
skilful cookery, keeled over on its little back^ and 
died. The game was growing interesting. He had 
become rather bored before; for Duncan was not a 
man who stayed long in one place without great re- 
volt in his nature. Of business there was not enough 
to occupy him. Most of the Americans were A^ 
menian merchants, whose citizenship was merely a 
cloak for greed and financial depredation. They 
would have become Esquimos just as quickly could 
it have helped them in their business. Duncan was 
not enamored of his fellow countrymen in this God- 
forsaken place, nor did he wonder at the lack of 
popularity of the flag, engendered by those that pro- 
claimed their citizenship most loudly. What the 
Jew is to the rest of the world, the Armenian is to 
the Jew. 

But now all his sense of stagnation fled. There 
was too much danger of perpetual stagnation for him, 
if for one instant he relaxed his guard. 

If Desever6 added to Duncan's interest in life, 
Duncan on his side was greatly puzzling to the dever 
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daye of Abraek, acting as servant to the American. 
Of poisoning Desevere had picked up much from his 
accomplished master; and it troubled him sorely 
that he was not more effective against Duncan. Al- 
ways the meals appeared to him eaten^ and yet always 
Duncan came out of the room smacking his lips and 
thriving. It was enough to make a man lose faith ; 
still DeseverS persevered, hoping that some of the 
many doses he administered would act on the tough 
insides of this American, and win him the approba- 
tion of Abrack. 

Desevere was assiduous and ingenious, and did 
not confine himself to one method entirely. And 
Duncan learned that although he had escaped thus 
far it was not for him, therefore, to despise his un- 
assuming servant. Duncan, one day, had smuggled 
in a pretty little pup of uncertain breed but engaging 
manners, together with his usual two-tailed kitten. 
Just before luncheon Duncan tried to bring about a 
rapprochement between the two little beasts, who 
might so soon die together. He held the kitten gently 
by the nape of the neck, and coaxed her hereditary 
enemy to come forward and make friends. The 
puppy responded, wagged his tail, and would will- 
ingly have licked the kitten's nose in completest 
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amily. But the kitten was not to be thus easilj 
won: she spat at the pup and scratched his nose. 
The puppy howled and died. 

Duncan set down the kitten quickly. He found 
that his brow was covered with beads of perspira- 
tion, and he mopped them off carefully with his 
pocket handkerchief. 

** Old man I " he apostrophized himself^ '* you 
haven't begun to get onto his curves." 

He looked malevolently at the kitten. Then he 
gingerly fed her with all the dishes that had been 
set for luncheon, one after the other. She relished 
them alL When she had had enough, she purred 
and came towards Duncan. He retreated inconti- 
nently. 

If the keyhole had been uncovered DeseverS mi^t 
have had his sense of htmior tickled by the sight of 
his master retreating swiftly around the table, the 
little kitten in the friendliest spirit gambolling after 
him. 

Finally Duncan bethought him of a pair of thick 
gloves in his bag, and put them on. Even thus pro- 
tected he approached the kitten with exceeding cau- 
tion, and seized her firmly by the scruff of the neck 
BO that her daws could not get at him. He took her 
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to the parrot in its oage. The parrot gave a vicious 
peck with its strong beak at the kitten^ and the lat- 
ter^ miouing piteouslj^ spat and scratched at the 
parrot A tinj drop of blood appeared on one side 
of the parrot's head, and the bird dropped dead from 
its perch. 

Duncan set down the kitten, who ran away from 
Mm, not Uking his treatment of her. 

He unlocked the door and called in DeseverS. 

" Take that kitten out of the room/' Dimcan said, 
casually, to his servant, as Desevere began to clear 
the table. 

^^Tes, heaven-bom," the man answered respect- 
fully. 

" Take her now, before you clear the table," Dun- 
can added. 

Deseverfi began to shoo the kitten towards the 
door with the napkin in his hand. 

^* Pick her up," Duncan commanded. 

For the first time Desevere did not obey Duncan. 
He did not seem to have heard him. 

" Pick up that kitten I " Duncan yelled, with sud- 
den ferocity. 

The Siroccan still did not stoop to the kitten, but 
more frantically waved his napkin. The sudden 
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dick of a revoker, oockiiig, made the servant look 
np^ and he saw the levelled pistol aimed strai^t at 
his head in front of a faoe full of the savageiy of 
primitive man. DeseverS swooped down and caught 
up the kitten in the napkin, and fled from the room. 
A minute later he re-entered as if nothing out of 
the ordinary had happened, though the ^astly pallor 
of his dark face still proclaimed the mortal fear be 
had been through. 

And now for some time Duncan's life was not a 
happy one. '^They're so damned ingenious I'' 
Duncan explained the matter to himself, with a 
sense of injury. He did not like to feel the mortal 
terror creeping over him. He felt smothered amid 
all these houses, and these hordes of people. Several 
times sheer luck alone prevented the Sultan's attain- 
ing his object Duncan did not know which way 
to look for his enemies. Every house masked a pos- 
sible ambuscade, every person was a possible fo& 
It required all his force of character to keep from 
summoning his camel-driver, Ben, and sneaking off 
into the desert again, under cover of night There 
at least he could size up the dangers that mi{^t 
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threaten^ he could count his enemies. Even in a 
jungle the snapping of a twig^ the fluttering of a 
leaf betrayed the hidden foe. It was watchfulness 
pitted against stealth. But in Kub-hub-nol what 
sign betokened the deadliest daxigert The big, in- 
nocent, white turban might crown the reverend head 
of a mystic, immersed in thoughts of the future life, 
or it might contain a phial of poison which the ven- 
erable man beneath would cheerfully administer to 
the American oonsuL Much the same feeling of ex- 
asperated despair came over him as he had once felt 
when herding sheep in the far West, at the time of 
an Indian outbreak. Then the call of the coyote in 
the darkness, or the hoot of an owl might be the 
sign of the Indians, creeping, creeping up on him in 
his dug-out. Then the night had seemed densely 
opaque, and populated with bloodthirsty foes tiU his 
nerves had been unable longer to stand the strain, 
and he had rushed from his dug-out and shot off his 
revolvers right and lefi^ and shouted and cursed in 
demoniao fury. This is not an unusual frame of 
mind for the lonely man of the plains, surrounded 
by invisible danger, to get into. It was a worse 
frame of mind for a man to be in, in a peaceful, 
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populous city, where he may not rush out and re- 
lieve his feelings by indiscriminate shootiiog of fire- 
arms. 

Yet no Indian-haunted plain ever seemed so dan- 
gerous to Duncan. The Siroccan sunshine seemed 
to shine hot and hostile, as if it were trying to strike 
him down with sun-stroke; the moonlight appeared 
green and slimy and poisonous, smiling down on him 
merely that his enemies might creep up on him un- 
awares from its treacherous shadows. He dared no 
longer go out at night at all; and even in the day- 
time the danger was not much less. He had pro- 
cured a good Arabian horse, and with him used to 
dash about at full speed, never telling anyone in 
which direction he proposed riding, and always re- 
turning by a different route from that by which he 
went But even riding he was not always free from 
danger. Once he dismounted for a minute when his 
horse had got a stone in his foot The Siroccans 
stood respectfully about; yet when he mounted again, 
his horse shivered and sank in the back. Duncan 
might not know camels, but he did know horses. 
He slipped from the saddle before the horse oould 
make the buck which he instinctively knew was to 
follow, and which on the high Siroccan saddle would 
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certainly have thrown him^ and haply have injured 
him. Slipping his hand underneath the saddle^ he 
found a ja^ed piece of metal, thrust where his 
weight on the saddle would drive it into the animal's 
back. He looked angrily about for the man who had 
put it there. Tour low-class Siroccan is usually 
imohtrusive and humble; but on this occasion he 
noticed, even in his anger, a difference in the bear- 
ing of the bystanders. He said a few hot words, and 
the ring about him closed in with truculent looks. 
Duncan perceived that most of the men carried long 
sticks, and it flashed over him that this was no or- 
dinary Siroccan crowd. He had no more desire to 
die in a street brawl than by poison : he turned in the 
middle of a sentence and vaulted on his horse. 
Driving the spurs hard against his sides, he pressed 
forward with a disregard for others' safety, often 
shown by those whom Fortune has placed on horse- 
back, for those whose destiny is a-f oot. At the sharp 
prick of the spurs the horse gave a huge bound that 
was half a rear; and a hand reaching forward for 
the bridle-rein slipped impotently along the horse's 
flanks. A staff, however, was skilfully thrust be- 
tween the forelegs of the horse, as his feet struck the 
earthy and he cag^e down on his knees^ almost throw- 
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ing Duncan over his head. Another staff, descend- 
ing hard, just missed the American's head, and 
> scraped his back with a glancing blow. Before a 
better directed blow could follow, the horse had 
scrambled to his feet with marvellous agility, and 
bounded through the mob. 
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BOBBOWINO FBOM THE ENEMY 

The distaste for canned goods is not a lof 1^ mo- 
tive^ yet with Duncan the distaste for canned goods 
helped him more in his fight against the Sultan than 
all his chivalrous desire to free Dalmera Grahame 
had yet done. As Anderson had predicted^ Duncan 
very soon came to loathe the very sight of his two 
big tin trunks^ with their hygienic contents. An 
invalid often revolts at his food and its healthful 
germlessness^ and an invalid's vital forces are at a 
low ebb. Duncan had the blood of a well man bound- 
ing through his veins^ and he felt himself little less 
than degraded at being condemned to slops. He had 
been used to expending his energy in travels and 
hard journeys^ and now was cooped up in this cily 
life that was only a^ravated, hardly relieved, by 
the horseback dashes he allowed himself. 

On one of his rides he met his old enemy, Abrack, 
whom he had not seen since the encounter in the* 
bazaar, but who, as he imagined, had been very ac- 
tively interested in his affairs of late. And the sight 
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of his tall figure in the long grey cloak, with the deep 
hood, and the strip of doth tied across his face just 
beneath his eyes, after the fashion of a woman, gave 
Duncan an idea that he put into ezecutionL the same 
day. The cloak, though of unusual richness, was 
not uncommon in Sirocco, and Duncan found no diffi- 
culty in having Ben buy him one like it He him- 
self bought a strip of grey cloth and a pair of Siroo- 
can shoes. All these he concealed carefully in od6 
of his trunks, where his appetite, though waning^ had 
made room for them among the provisions. 

That very night, after DeseverS had gone away, 
he brought forth his disguise, and with the glee of 
a child upon a forbidden pleasure, dressed himself 
up in imitation of the Sultan's physician. It was 
not difficult They were of the same height, and 
though a trained observer would have noticed that 
Duncan walked with the self-contained carriage of 
an athlete, and that his sinewy figure was broader 
in the shoulders than the Siroccan's, to the ordinary 
man they were indistinguishable in the disguise of 
the deep-hooded cloak; and when Duncan had fitted 
the strip of cloth across his face — and uncomfortable 
he found it at first — ^it would have been a clever per 
son that could have told them apart at night 
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Duncan's first act, in his disguise, was to go to a 
little shop near the caravansary where he kept his 
camels, and buy some fruit Without speaking a 
word — ^the dumbness of Abrack was most convenient 
to Duncan now — ^he pointed out what he wanted, and 
tendered a coin in payment. He was waited on with 
the most flattering promptness, and was surprised 
to see how much change was returned to him. Evi- 
dently, the reputation of the physician was sufficient 
to guard him against extortion. Duncan walked off 
into the darkness, out of range of the fruit-vender's 
torch, and ate the fruit with more pleasure than he 
remembered ever to have felt in eating before. It 
was the first food, except that from his trunks^ that 
he had eaten free from apprehension; and of late he 
had confined himself strictly to his prepared foods. 

When he was gorged with fruit he went for a walk 
— ^the first he had dared take for many days. Lat- 
terly dangers had seemed so to thicken about him 
that he had contented himself with his short horse- 
back excursions. Buoyantly he strode out, some- 
what hampered, it is true, by the long cloak, and a 
little logy from his inordinate eating, but still with 
a sense of exhilaration he had not felt for a long 
time. He came to one of the city gates^ and the 
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soldier squattixig in front of his sentry-box rose and 
sainted respectfully when the cloaked figure with the 
strip of cloth across his face came within the light 
of his torcL Duncan passed him and went out into 
the open. His heart beat high at the success of this 
last test to the perfection of his disguise. He 
gathered up his robe about his waist and set out 
hot-foot for a good run. He could have shouted in 
glee^ had he not been afraid that the spectacle of the 
Sultan's deaf and dumb physician shouting through 
the night would be too much for anyone he mi^t 
chance to meet; and he contented himself with a 
good breather out into the desert 

Duncan did not return till near mornings and slept 
the best part of next day with a supreme sense of 
comfort 

This was the banning of a better state of affairs 
for the American. The strain on his nerves had 
become intolerable. A man who has lived his life 
in the open and in exercise cannot understand 
"nerves'* in another, nor the possibility of it in 
himself^ until something happens to deprive him 
of his accustomed air and exercise, and to keep 
him under some nervous strain for a length of 
time. Then he is worse off than the man who 
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is used to meeting the problems of life in a 
revolving chair at a desk. Duncan had needed re- 
lief, and now he had found it The work before him 
seemed less impossible, more in the natural course 
of events, after he had sweated off his nervousness, 
when he had felt the joy of stretching his leg-muscles, 
of feeling his lungs crack beneath the strain of a 
five-mile run. 

Parading the city and the country became a regu- 
lar custom of his. He would not even wait for dark- 
ness, but would go out at dusk — ^when he could escape 
the eye of Deseverfi — ^and prowl about the city, with 
an impunity that after a time made him reckless. 
And although he did not know it, this habit gave 
fresh honor and mystery to the man of medicine in 
the minds of the populace; for it was not long be- 
fore the superstitious Siroccans noticed that there 
was more than one Abrack abroad, or rather that 
Abrack had the power of being in more than one 
place at once, and their awe of him increased ac- 
cordingly. There were none who tried to probe the 
mystery: it was easier and safer to believe and to 
marvel, and they did both heartily. 

Whether Abrack himself knew of the American's 
borrowing of his appearance, Duncan did not know. 
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Perhaps he did^ or perhaps it was pure accident that 
one nighty as Duncan turned awaj from the little 
fruit^tand by the caravansary^ he saw his counter- 
part watching him from the shadow. 

Duncan threw back his head and laughed^ and the 
laughter was a challenge and a betrayal; for the 
Siroccan does not laugh as the European laughs. The 
little man who kept the shop looked up at the laugh, 
and saw the other figure fading away in the gloom, 
and he shuddered, having a good, healthy, supersti- 
tious mind. But neither did he seek to probe the 
mystery. In unobtrusiveness there lies safety in 
Sirocco; and he turned back to his fruits, hiding 
even the shudder that assailed him. 

Had Duncan not laughed he might have hidden 
his identity from Abrack. He might have been some 
other Siroccan, and the resemblance between them 
accidental ; but instinctively Duncan felt that Abrack 
knew who he was. Nevertheless, this did not affect 
him. He went for his usual walk, careless whether 
his course was dogged or not; but if Abrack followed 
him, Abrack was a tired man when he returned. 



204 



XXIV. 

A BXJLLBT-PBOOF UAJSf 

The Vizier was calling on Duncan. Outside the 
door Duncan's servanl^ Deseverfi, listened eagerly, 
his eye at the keyhole. No cap hung on the door- 
knob, to his intense satisfaction. A conversation 
overheard is more gratifying when overseen as well. 
Until one has merely listened to words, one does not 
appreciate how much sight helps the comprehension. 

Desever6 was not, to use a colloquialism, stuck on 
his job. He had reported to Abrack and the Vizier 
that he had repeatedly put poison into the food of 
the American, first in one dish and then in another, 
and that the health of the American remained as 
good as ever, although the food was always more or 
less consumed when he came in after the meals to 
clear away the table. This sort of thing was not 
to be understood by a simple man, and might por- 
tend eviL A man whose cup of coffee was empty 
after breakfast, containing, though it had, enough 
poison for ten men (DeseverS in his zeal did not 
stint the doses), and who smacked his lips as he 
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watched his servant clear away the remnants of the 
mealy was a fearsome man« 

Duncan was moved this evening to impress the 
.Vizier, and his own peeping servant, for whose more 
especial benefit he acted. "Suppose, now," Drai- 
can said tentatively, " that I told you I was the sev- 
enth son of a seventh son ^" 

" Ah I " the Vizier exclaimed. 

" And that I was able to feel many things that you 
could not — ^the presence of water in the desert, for 
example, farther off than a camel can discern it" 
Duncan looked up into his curling cigar smoke. 
" Suppose I felt the body of my enemy, Techryk, at 
the bottom of the Sehgiz Cleft, while I was sitting 
here in my chair — ^you remember I told you about 
it } Suppose I could feel the presence of poison in 
my food — ^and could tell who put it there ? " Dun- 
can spoke with careful distinctness. "Suppose if 
on turning into a street I was aware of daggers in 
the hands of assassins at the other end? Suppose 
I should tell you that when I came into your city 
for the first time I felt that a Christian girl was 
being detained here against her willt'^ 

Duncan ended with a rising inflection that im- 
plied the possibility of supposing many other things^ 
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though in truth his invention^ like the venom in a 
serpent's toothy after it has struck, was temporarily 
exhausted. He gazed up into the curling smoke, his 
face grave, but near to laughter. Primarily, he 
wished to get back at Desevere for his daily poison. 
He was not taking it seriously — ^it was a humorous 
by-play in a game that had become tedious — ^and he 
was surprised to see how much the Vizier, for all 
his English education, was impressed. It came on 
the Vizier with the greater force from a matter-of- 
fact Anglo-Saxon. The superstition in this culti- 
vated Siroccan was always liable to volcanic eruption. 

^Nevertheless, with the instinct of the diplomat, 
the Vizier sought to lessen the portentousness of 
Duncan's remarks. 

"There was verry long rope found beneath the 
window of the Sultan's haremlik, and bars removed 
from the window," he said softly. " Why did you 
take so many troubles, if your second-sight inform' 
you that the attempt would be of a futility ? " 

" Very true," Duncan assented, wagging his head. 
*' As you know, in my country we do not esteem these 
gifts as highly as they deserve, nor do we practise 
them. I have regulated my life very little by them, 
until the last few days. Besides," he added sol- 
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emnly, as the fabrication popped into his head, ''I 
am not a perfect seventh son. I was twins, and that 
makes it more difficult for me to exercise them.^' 

"Were you, or your brother, fortunately bom 
first ? '' the Vizier asked eagerly. 

"We came together,'' Duncan answered; "that's 
the trouble. Fate is therefore not to be blamed for 
not knowing just what to do about the matter. But 
since my brother died at birth, it would seem as if 
I might have all the powers that were coming to both 
of us. I have travelled in many lands, and under- 
gone dangers to which these here are nothing, and 
always I escape because treachery to me is an op^ 
book, and recoils on the head of him who practises 
it against me." (Outside the door the cold sweat 
broke out on Deseverl.) " Poison dropped into my 
cup bums afterwards in the veins of him who 
dropped it. The bullet sent at my back rebounds on 
him who fired the shot Do you wish to try it ? " 

Duncan took his revolver from his hip pocket and 
handed it to the Vizier. " Fire full at my chest," 
he said, squaring himself. 

The Vizier looked dubiously at the revolver, and 
waved it away. " I am not amorous of your death," 
he said, and spoke truly. For the moment all desire 
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to measure himself against the American had de- 
parted. 

" Indeed 1 I will show you myself, then.'' 

Pointing the muzzle at his own chest, Duncan 
fired. 

The bullet flattened against the bullet-proof gar- 
ment he had on, and remained sticking in the cloth 
of his coat. He picked it out coolly, and held it out 
to the Vizier. 

The Siroccan shrank back from the bullet with 
horror. 

" Of course it couldn't recoil on me, when I had 
fired it at myself," Duncan explained kindly. 

The Vizier rose to his feet unsteadily. His nerve 
was gone for the evening. " Good night 1 " he said 
huskily. " I would rather have you for good friend 
than for enemy, and may Allah preserve me from 
such magic as I have seen this evening! " 

When the wavering footsteps of the Vizier were 
no longer heard outside, a figure crawled through 
the doorway on hands and knees, its yellow skin 
waxen and drawn with fear. 

" I have heard and seen all, my master, and I am 
as an insect in the hollow of your hand. Already 
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the poison that I have been putting into your food 
begins to bum in my veins. Oh ! cruel one, to per- 
mit me to keep on day after day, in order that my 
torments might be the greater." 

Desevere began to writhe on the floor, and groan, 
in an agony as unmistakably real as it was imag- 
inary. 

" Woe I woe is me 1 " Desevere moaned, " that I 
obeyed Abrack in this, when I had already seen how 
you defied him in the bazaar, as no man on earth — 
not even the Sultan — ^has ever dared to do before. / 
must die I '' he shrieked, " but be merciful, my mas- 
ter, and let me die quickly. Let not the unbearable 
griping at my insides continue. Ah! Abrack was 
cruel ; but he killed quickly 1 " 

As Deseverg shrieked, illumination came to Dun- 
can as to where he had first seen the slave. This was 
he who had been with Abrack in the bazaar at the 
time of their first encounter. And the importance 
of this conquest he had made through his occult 
horse-play flashed over him at the same time — ^its 
importance, that is, if the man did not die before 
his eyes, of superstitious terror. Duncan had seen 
enough of black fear among the ignorant and super- 
stitious not to underestimate its potency. 
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He leaned quickly forward, and snapped his fin- 
gers in Desevere's face; then made a few soothing 
passes over his head. 

"The poison is now stilled," he said, with cer- 
titude. " It will rest inactive in your veins so long 
as you are faithful to me and obey me in everything, 
even if I should command you to go to the Sultan 
and slay hinu But beware of trying to deceive me I 
I may be leagues away; I may be across the ocean: 
but the poison is always in your veins, like a panther 
lying at night on the branch of a tree; and when 
you play me false it will waken to life and avenge 
me to the uttermost" 

The agony gradually passed from Desevere's face, 
the contortions from his limbs. He lay, utterly 
relaxed, breathing heavily, insensible almost, from 
the terror, the suffering, and the relief. He was 
limp as a lump of wet clay — clay in the potter's 
hands. 
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THB SBOBKEBATION OF OUNNIKGHAIC 

Thb next morning Duncan awoke early, and dozed 
luxuriouflly in bed, reviewing the events of the pre- 
vious evening. 

^^ I worked the flim-flam game on DeseverS sure/' 
he cogitated; ^' and I guess IVe got the Vizier locoed 
some — got the whole bunch on the run,'' he ended 
jubilantly. 

Desever6 knocked at the door. 

" Come in I " Duncan called, instinctively run- 
ning his hand up under his pillow till it met the 
cool handle of his 38 Colt 

Deseverfi held out a letter. " It was brought by 
a slave-woman just after light/' he said. 

Duncan read the letter as soon as his servant had 
left the room. It was from Dalmera Grahame, there 
was no mistake this time, and reading it, the pride 
in his heart at his own achievements was dried up, 
and fierce desire to rescue her on the instant over- 
whelmed him. 
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It was a sad little letter, desipairing almost She 
was kept in a part of the haremlik that did not touch 
the outside walL She was never alone. Her health 
was breaking down. She was hardly permitted to 
go into the garden for a little exercise. Instead, Ab- 
rack dosed her continually with medicines and love 
potions, to bring back her health and make her love 
the Sultan. Abrack was the only person from out- 
side that she ever saw, and he was dumb. ISto word 
came to her of the world from which she had been 
torn. She had not even any longer books. She had 
had the stub of a pencil secreted for weeks, and at 
last had obtained a piece of paper through a slave- 
woman who seemed to be her friend — ^the same who 
would risk her life in delivering this note. The only 
ray of hope that had come to her had been the ri- 
diculous, the heavenly "Hickory, Dickory Dock'' 
scrap of paper. She had guessed whom it was from, 
but what did it mean ? She had tried to find some 
message in it, some hidden meaning; she had tried 
to bring out some invisible writing, on it in sympa- 
thetic ink, by heating it, but unsuccessfully. It 
meant that Duncan was near, but under what cir- 
cumstances ? Her slave, the one that loved her, had 
said that he was American consul, but how could 
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that be t And even this ^^ Hickory Dickory '' had 
been days ago now. 

While Duncan still held the letter in his hand 
Desevere came in to say that Cunningham had called 
to see him. When he was sober the Englishman fre- 
quently sought this consolation of a brother English- 
speaking person. 

" Tell him to come in here/' Duncan told Dese- 
ver^f and Cunningham^ in some surprise, came in to 
where Duncan was sitting in his pajamas on the side 
of the bed. 

A glance showed Duncan that his visitor had not 
been drinking as yet, and without a word he handed 
him the letter. As the Englishman was unfolding 
it Duncan locked the door, and took the key from the 
keyhole. He had been studying Cunningham hard 
during these weeks, and had come to the conclusion 
that, drunkard though he was, he was not rotten 
timber all the way through. 

Cunningham glanced at the letter and a shiver 
passed over him. His trembling fingers turned to 
the end, but there was no signature. 

"H-haven't a dud-drop of anything here!" he 
asked shakily. "My nerves are bad. This hand- 
writing 1-Hooked l-like that of a f-friend.'* 
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Duncan put his hand over the letter which Cun- 
ningham was about to read. " Could you brace up 
and be a man, if you had sufficient cause ? '' he asked, 
looking Cunningham straight in the eyes. 

"Wha-what dud-do you m-mean?'* Cunningham 
trembled. As he had said, his nerves were not of 
the best. 

" Do you know Dalmera Grahame's handwriting ?" 
Duncan said evenly. 

Cunningham stared at Duncan: ^^My G-God! 
man, she's d-d-dead 1 '' 

Duncan did not reply, and under the fixity of his 
gaze Cunningham began to tremble violently. He 
passed his hand across his forehead. " Am I c-crazy, 
or are y-you? Is ^^ 

"Pull yourself together," Duncan conmianded 
sternly. " That is her letter. She's not dead. We 
can save her — but it's a man's job." 

The Englishman's face was livid. His ^es 
dropped to the letter and devoured it He read it 
once and seemed to get no idea from it He read 
it again and again, blankly. Duncan was afraid 
that the shock had been too much for him, the shock 
he had counted on for his regeneration. He brought 
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him a mug of water from the wash-stand, and Cun- 
ningham gulped it down. 

^^But I do not understand/' Cunningham said 
piteously. ^* I saw her dead body. I saw her coffin 
carried aboard the Admiral's yacht" He buried 
his face in his hands. ^^ I c-came out here to show 
if I was good for anything. I had been pretty w-wild 
till I fell in love with her, and they w-wouldn't be- 
lieve that everything was changed afterwards." 
(Under the stress of his emotion he stammered little.) 
^^ And when I h-had been here a year — as straight as 
a string — she c-came out with the Admiral — ^he w- 
was her guardian, y'know — and — and we w-were to 
have been m-married in three months " 

" Now listen to me," Duncan commanded sooth- 
ingly, " and I will tell you all about it I would 
have told you before, but you were boozing most of 
the time, and besides I hadn't sized up how much 
of a man you were." 

In as few words as possible he told Cimningham 
the whole story, ending: " It's rather a big game to 
tackle single-handed. I want a man to help me, a 
man who isn't drinking." 

" DrinkI Oh, my Qod, if I had only n-knownl " 

Duncan needed no further assurance than the sin- 
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cerity in Cunningham's voice. Without another 
word the Englishman started away. Duncan watched 
him wrenching at the locked door for a few seconds. 
" Better keep your shirt on, my son 1 " he admon- 
ished him. 

Cunningham turned and glared at him uncompre- 
hendingly, and then began walking up and down the 
room, in a cold frenzy of rage and self-reproach. 
The Sultan — f he shivered at the thought of him; 
but worse than the Sultan was the thought of him- 
self in swinish drunkenness letting a stranger risk 
his life to rescue Dalmera, while he was reciting 
besotted poetry to himself. 

A red glare came from the eyes of Cunningham. 
He stumbled over the chairs in his way without ap- 
pearing able to see them. He began muttering to 
himself, and Duncan feared that he would lose his 
reason from the intensity of his emotions. 

"By the way,'* Duncan said, in a matter-of-fact 
tone, " from what I can make out from the Sultan, 
she may be his slave, but she isn't his wife. The 
Sultan seems to be a kind of a gentleman — ^in a way," 
he qualified. 

Cunningham turned his face towards him as he 
spoke, but did not seeni to understand the words. 
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Duncan went on in the same quiet tone, as if he were 
discussing the most commonplace matter in the 
world: 

^* I got pretty tired sitting here in the house and 
waiting for the Sultan and his gang to do me up; 
so finally I togged up in a suit like Abrack's, and 
have been roaming around on his prestige pretty 
much where I liked. The Suroccans are mighty po- 
lite, I can tell you, when I have his glad rags on. 
As for our little friend Desevere, he was in the pay 
of Abrack, as you thought he would be, but I worked 
a few three-card monte tricks on him, and he won't 
peep now. My plan " — ^he reached over and filled 
himself a pipe of tobacco — " is this — it came to me 
after I got that letter this morning: to put good 
Doctor Abrack out of the way, and then get Dese- 
ver6 to conduct me, dressed as Abrack, into the harem 
to administer a love potion or two to Dalmera 
Grahame, as she said he was always doing.'' He 
lighted his pipe and sucked meditatively at it 
" Then we'll cook up some way to get her out" 

Cunningham had been growing somewhat quieter 
under the influence of Dimcan's manner. " Can't 
I kuck-kill the Sultan first? " he asked. 

Duncan shook his head. ^^ No use to fly off the 
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handle that way. We may hit him a sly tap eng 
passang, as the French say ; but the first thing to do 
is to get your girl out of her fix. This scheme of 
mine isn't a sure thing, by any means — ^in fact, it's 
a thundering big risk— and I can't say I'm hanker- 
ing for the job of pretending to be Abrack in the 
daylight '' 

" L-let me d-do it I " Cimningham cried eagerly. 
" It isn't r-right that you shoo-shoo-should take all 
the r-risk. I'll gug-go to-day. Give me his clothes 1 " 

Duncan laughed. He soon found that the hardest 
work immediately before him was restraining Cun- 
ningham from immediate action. He wanted to kill 
the Sultan. He wanted to demolish the palace. To 
cable to Malta for the British fieet To storm the 
haremlik. Duncan had to go over all the reasons 
which would make these the very worst things for 
Dalmera Grahame again and again. 

Gradually Cunningham quieted down. He sat 
down, after Duncan was dressed, and watched him 
eat his breakfast. He wanted to try all the food 
first, so that Duncan should not by any chance be 
poisoned. 

The American was touched, but felt that the pre- 
caution was needless. 
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^^ DeseyerS wouldn't poison me now for a thousand 
dollars a minute," he said. *' Anyway, you're the 
man she will want to see, when she comes out'' 

" But y-you're the man who has dud-done every- 
thing for her," Cunningham answered bitterly. 

" Well, it's your cue now to come in and do some- 
thing," Duncan answered cheerfully. 

Little by little Cunningham became again the nor- 
mal, restrained Englishman. The fires burned just 
as hotly within him, but they were banked by the 
ashes of reserve. 
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ABSAOK ABSIT 

Cunningham gave his earnest endorsement to the 
plan of putting Abrack out of the way. " L-l-let me 
kuck-kill him I '' he pleaded. " I wasn't a half -bad 
cricketer at Eton. I'd bub-better s-s-s — y Td better 
s-s-s — , Fd better s-s-strangle him, hadn't I ? " 

Cunningham's sibilant desire to strangle someone 
connected with the Sultan was ludicrous in its sim- 
ple intensity : he spoke as if cricket at Eton peculi- 
arly fitted a man for assassination. Duncan, 
however, had not sufficient faith in the Englishman's 
prudence, and reserved for himself the unpleasant 
duty of killing Abrack. 

That same night was the time set for the making 
away with Abrack. As the day wore on Duncan 
found himself possessed of a peculiar feeling. It was 
the first time he had ever deliberately set out to mur- 
der a man, without giving him a chance for defence. 
He had killed men in life and death struggles, with 
no more compunction than if they had been noxious 
insects; but the present case affected him differently. 
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A curious feeling of nausea came over him, so that 
he ate little dinner^ and no supper. He tried to rea- 
son himself out of it. Abrack probably deserved 
death as much as anyone in whose demise he had 
been concerned^ and was <^rtainly trying to kill him^ 
Dimcan. But even looking at it as a measure of self- 
preservation could not make the American feel any 
better. He smoked many pipes of tobacco, until 
even tobacco lost its savor. Thus young reporters 
assigned to ''cover" a hanging are affected, although 
Duncan did not know it His only consolatory 
thought was that it would be over by midnight, and 
he hoped he might sleep in peace. 

After nightfall Cunningham arrived at Duncan's 
rooms, with brown-stained face, and dressed as a low- 
class Siroccan, and silently let himself in, without 
being perceived by the servant. Duncan put on his 
usual disguise, and then called in Desever6. The 
Siroccan had never seen his master in the dress of his 
other master before — ^the American had taken great 
pains about that — and when he now beheld him, he 
fell shrieking on the floor. 

'' Kill me, kill me, unworthy that I am I " he 
screamed. '' He seemed so powerful, or I would not 
have betrayed you — so much more powerful than you. 
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He ate poison and waxed fat; the bullet broke like 
a bubble against his chest ! But I did wrong, fear- 
impelled, and now I shall suffer as I deserve. 
Ah-h I " he moaned, and for a second time Duncan 
began to fear that the Siroccan was going to die 
of superstitious fright before his eyes. He spoke to 
Desevere, and at the sound of his voice the native 
raised his head an instant, then dropped it back on 
the floor, and lay a livid, inert mass, from which 
human life and reason seemed to have fled. Duncan 
had given him a draught of mixed fears too strong for 
an ordinary man. 

The American took off his headgear, and knelt 
down by his servant, with a flask of whiskey. A 
couple of swallows of this brought back conscious- 
ness to the good Mussulman, so that he scrambled 
weakly to his feet, and thereafter it would have taken 
miracle on miracle to shake his faith in Duncan's 
supernatural powers. 

In ignorance of what errand the two foreigners 
were bent upon, yet trembling fearfully, Desevere led 
them through the streets of Sirocco, and pointed out 
the windows and the door of Abrack's rooms. Then 
he vanished into the night, nor did his curiosity make 
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him give- a single backward glance^ after he had re- 
ceived permission to go. 

Duncan never quite got over the feeling of dis- 
gust and horror that came over him when^ Abrack's 
body grown limp in death beneath his grasp on his 
throaty he saw the bared head of his victim. He 
understood now why no lesser force than death had 
ever made Abrack disclose his face^ for it was the 
face of a leper^ and a leper's throat on which his 
own fingers had been clamped till the leper had 
ceased the struggle. The room swam around him, 
and he staggered to the door, and called for Cunning- 
ham in the shadow across the street, oblivious to 
whether anyone heard him or not For a few min- 
utes thereafter he was desperately, physically sick. 
Then leaning weakly against the wall of the house, 
he told the Englishman of his discovery. 

" K-rummy go ! '^ Cunningham commented. " B-but 
youVe dud-done your share. I'll d-do the rest'' He 
took out his handkerchief and wrapped it carefully 
around his hand, then with the stout bag he had 
brought with him went into the noxious room, which at 
the moment it seemed to Duncan he could not have en- 
tered again for all the forlorn maidens in the world. 
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With shudders creeping up his spine and through the 
roots of his hair^ Duncan listened to the sounds that 
came from within: the tearing of doth, and soft 
thumps against the floor. Presently Cunningham 
reappeared with the bag, heavily weighted, across his 
Bhoulder. They walked to the nearest city gate, 
where the sentries respectfully saluted; through it 
and out into the open desert After a while Duncan 
mastered himself sufficiently to offer to carry the bag 
with its dreadful contents awhile. 

"T-y-youVe dud-done enough/' the Englishman 
grittily responded, though panting beneath his load. 

Duncan did not press the matter. He felt that 
Cunningham spoke the truth. 

They tumbled Abrack's naked body into a gully 
a mile from town, and threw the bag into another. 
Ko question would ever arise about the finding of 
a dead leper in the desert, and Abrack's face was 
known to none. In Sirocco lepers are driven from 
the cities to die of starvation, or to quarrel with their 
fellow outcasts, the hyenas, for their share of carrionu 
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THB MASTER OF LIFE AND DEATH 

The Sultan yearned strangely for the society of 
his worst enemy, Duncan, and the Sultan had not 
learned to yearn long unsatisfied. There was some- 
thing about the American that interested him: he 
liked Duncan nearly as much as he hated him. Dun- 
can took him out of his ordinary frame of mind; he 
gave him a new viewpoint 

Duncan slept long on the night after he killed 
Abrack. He had come home thoroughly exhausted 
and had immediately sunk into a dreamless sleep 
that lasted through breakfast time and well on 
towards noon. Desevere did not disturb him. He 
did not know but that Duncan's spirit might have 
left his body and gone prowling about the world 
on some errand of its own, an errand it might not 
be pleased to have interrupted by being called back 
to Duncan's body. If all servants had the infinite 
faith in their masters that Duncan's had, the domes- 
tic problem would be easier than it is. 

When the American awoke, very hungry — ^for 
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murder committed does not necessarily hurt the ap- 
petite — ^he found the Sultan's messenger awaiting 
him^ with an invitation to pay the Sultan a friendly 
call in the afternoon. 

*' Now what does this mean ? '' Duncan soliloquized 
over his breakfast '^ Is he up to some game^ or is 
he just stuck on my shape — or I wonder if he has 
lost a court physician, and thinks he'U £nd him up 
my sleeve ? '' he ended, with a grin that was two- 
thirds shudder. 

" You have not your ring on to-day," the Sultan 
fiaid softly, glancing at the hands of Duncan, on 
which no rings appeared. It was towards the close 
of a very pleasant visit. 

" No," Duncan answered carelessly. " You know 
well enough that I don't have to use simple things 
like those poison rings of Abrack's. I have other 
means far more potent." 

'* What do you mean ? " In spite of himself, the 
Sultan's eyes widened with fear. 

" Oh, nothing," Duncan answered, thinking that 
the Sultan rose easily to the fly. ** I merely mean 
that I am as safe in this palace as — as you are." 

" What means have you ? ' ' The Sultan's voice was 
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firm, but his hand slipped inside his tonic The 
movement was not lost on the American. 

'^ They are not to be told. But has not the Vizier 
mentioned to you that bullets bound off me as if they 
were of India rubber ^' — ^Duncan sincerely hoped the 
Sultan would not seek to put this to the test to-day, 
since he had not on his bullet-proof waistcoat — ^^ and 
that I fairly fatten on poison? I've gained six 
pounds since I have been in Kub-hub-noL" 

As a matter of fact, Duncan had lost nearer ten 
pounds through the anxiety that had attended on 
his knight^rrantry; yet such is the power of the 
human mind over one's self, that immediately to the 
Sultan's eyes the American appeared plumper. 

"Why should you not grow fat in this ci<y of 
mine ? " the Sultan asked. " Are you not my friend 
while you live here?" The Sultan spoke without 
the faintest idea of being believed : he spoke prompted 
by his good manners and the Siroocan reverence for 
truth which will in no way allow it to be contami- 
nated by daily use. 

" Yes," Duncan answered grimly, " while I live 
here." After a minute he went on confidentially: 
" Do you know, your Majesty, I'm rather sorry you 
are the Sultan of Sirocco. We might really be pretty 
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good friends if you were in some other line of busi- 
ness/' 

The Sultan was pleased, even as Diogenes was 
with Alexander complimenting him. For the in- 
stant the wish came over him — ^it was the first time 
the idea had ever entered his mind — ^that he was as 
other men were : as this adventurous American was, 
roving over the earth, relying on his wits, meeting 
dangers face to face with calm brows, and finding 
a satisfaction in living that at the moment it seemed 
to the Sultan he of all men felt least. 

•'Of course, though, under the circumstances, 
friendship is out of the question," Duncan went on 
calmly. 

The Sultan leaned forward and looked at Duncan 
with wonder. " And do you mean to tell me that 
you are still trying to steal one of my wives ? " he 
asked with a curiosity so great that it became almost 
impersonal — ''to steal my favorite wife from my 
harem?" The thing was so preposterous to him 
that even his anger was swallowed up in his amaze- 
ment. 

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. He did not feel 
like dwelling on the subject. 

" Your desire for money was entirely a pretense ? " 
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THe Sultanas tone was quite friendly. " See, we will 
end the difPerence between us.'' He clapped his 
hands, and the officer who held the place once graced 
by Techryk instantly entered the room. " I do not 
wish that one of my wives should live. My eunuch 
will tell you which one — often have I threatened her 
with death. Bring her here in the garden beneath 
my window, and when I shall give the signal, let 
her life end." 

The Captain without a change of expression left 
the room. 

" Come to the window," the Sultan said. " I am 
absolute master of life and death of all within my 
kingdom." 

Dimcan stepped beside the Sultan, and together 
they looked out of the window. The American's 
right hand stole inside his coat as they awaited the 
appearance of the Captain and his victim. Soon 
they appeared, the English girl, half -led, half -dragged 
by two slaves. After the first glance at the girl's 
veiled figure, Duncan turned his face towards the 
Sultan, awaiting the sign from him, for the last 
desperate play he should make. 

It seemed hours that they waited thus, and into 
the Sultan's face there crept a look Dimcan had 
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never seen there before^ a look he would not have 
thought the Sultan capable of. He was a man trans- 
figured^ a man to whom had come a glimmer of that 
love which the East, with its gratification of his sen- 
sual desires, had never before given him. For the 
moment he forgot Duncan, he forgot the order he had 
given, forgot the danger the girl was in. Then he 
crushed the emotion from his face, gave a hoarse 
order to the Captain to return the girl to his harem, 
and turned away. 

Duncan's hand slipped from the handle of his 
revolver, and was held out to the Sultan. 

The action seemed to break into the Sultan's re- 
serve. Passionately he addressed Duncan: 

" For no other woman have I so cared. No other 
woman has held me as she has. All my life I would 
care for none but her." (Thus many another man has 
thought about a woman when he could not have her.) 
'* And no other," the Sultan went on fiercely, " has 
repulsed — ^has dared to repulse me as she has done. 
But I will crush her — ^I will kill her ! Perhaps she 
loves one in her own country — a-ah 1 But no ! " he 
said brokenly, " there is nothing I can do. She has 
dared me time and again to kill her. Once, when I 
tried to clasp her in my arms, she snatched the knife 
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from my belt, and would have plunged it into her 
heart had I not prevented her with all my strength. 
It is not her death that I want, but her love. And 
she has become so frail that I dare not even torture 
her^ lest she die. No ! instead I seek for amulets and 
potions to bring her back to health ; for amusements 
to distract her mind. I have even let her have books 
to ready with their baleful influences — ^for a year I 
would not let her have a book — cursed English books 
that make her only pine the more. It is I who am 
the slave, not she. In vain they bring me the most 
beautiful women of all Africa. What are they to 
me?^' 

Duncan was genuinely sorry for the Sultan. He 
also felt a certain surprise that the love of the Sul- 
tan should not have prevailed with the girl. Of the 
two he was not sure that he did not himself prefer 
the Sultan to Cunningham. 

" Why don't you set her free, and then try court- 
ing her afterwards ? '^ he asked, hoping that the sug- 
gestion might strike the Sultan happily in his pres- 
ent mood. 

But the effect produced was the opposite of what 
he had hoped for. 

''What, If" the Sultan flared up, "I who hold 
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you and her and all others in Sirocco at my pleasure t 
I who am lord of life and death ^^ 

" Well, you havenH got a cinch on the life and 
death business/' Duncan interrupted, nettled at the 
Sultan's tone. He opened his coat and showed the 
Sultan his revolver in its sling. " That was pointed 
straight at you about the time you seemed bent on 
exercising your prerogative of life and death, and 
it would have gone off just as certainly as you had 
given that order to the Captain of your Guard." 

Strangely enough, the Sultan did not dislike Dun- 
can for his words. " Ah ! what a Vizier you would 
make for me. Only I should have you killed the 
first time you crossed me, as you sometimes do. 
Then," he added thoughtfully, " I should deeply re- 
gret you." 

^^The same end is attained," Duncan said. 
*^ You already deeply regret me, by spells." 

The two men stood over against each other, like 
two naked souls striving together in what is called 
primitive fashion, only with that greater intensity 
which civilization lends to the passions of men. 
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A DUAI. b6lb 

'^ I WANT to have a little talk with jou, as soon 
as you have cleared away the things/' Duncan said 
to DeseverS next morning. 

DeseverS trembled visibly. 

'* You have nothing to fear," Dnncan went on re- 
assuringly. '^ Indeed, if you continue to serve me 
faithfully, I shall reward you richly." 

Duncan sat by the window, where he could see 
who went from the house, as he waited for his ser- 
vant to finish his work. He had an idea that the 
well-frightened Siroccan would bolt during one of 
his trips from the room. But DeseverS came bade 
presently and stood before him, the picture of sub- 
missive fidelity. 

Duncan looked him over critically. Here was the 
man whose help was absolutely essential now, a 
man who had essayed long and faithfully to poison 
him, yet whom he now believed tied to him by the 
strongest sensation of his mind, fear, but in whom 
some unexpected psychological twist might spoil 
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everything. (Duncan did not phrase the matter to 
himself in these words.) 

" Two nights ago/' said the American slowly, " by 
my magic, which is the greatest in all Africa, I. 
turned Abrack into a handful of dust, and scattered 
him to the winds of the heavens. He is dead — dis- 
persed — ^blown in atoms about the desert! Abrack 
is gone ! " 

Duncan sought to be impressive, but he was un- 
prepared for the demonstrations his words called 
from Deseverfi. The Siroccan threw himself on the 
floor, and thumped his head at Duncan's feet. 

" Allah be praised I " he cried. " Now I have only 
one master. No longer shall I have to go nightly, 
on my trembling legs, to tell the wicked Abrack what 
my kind master from a foreign land has been doing; 
how much poison he has eaten, and what other traps 
he has eluded." In an ecstasy of thanksgiving he 
thumped his head on the floor again. ^'Ah! you, 
with your greater power, never threatened as he did. 
To him I was but a worm, and hourly did I sicken 
with dread lest he discover that I was also serving 
a more powerful than he. No longer must I make 
to you an excuse to go out when Abrack wished me 
to go with him for the finger-talk, when he went to 
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see the Sultan or the Vizier^ or when he went to give 
his potions to the wives of the Sultan.^' Desevere 
continued his rejoicings in tones so honestly jubilant 
that the American discerned what a strong hold the 
dead physician had had over this man. 

Duncan smoked his pipe meditatively a litUe time. 
Then he took it from his mouth. '^ No ! " he said 
solemnly. " Ton have still two masters ! '* 

The Siroccan's swarthy skin blanched. 

"Whom did you see when first you came into 
this room night before last t " Duncan asked. 

" May the evil spirits stay far from us, I thou^t 
I saw Abrack," Desever^ replied fearfully^ "until 
you spoke and took off the hood." 

"It is welL When I put on the hood and the 
strip across the face, I am Abrack, the physician 
of the Sultan, deaf and dumb, attended by you, my 
servant, who translates the words of others to me 
on your fingers. And I go to the Sultan's haremlik, 
and cure his women when they are ilL I give them 
charms and medicines. And all men fear me; and 
I live in the room where Abrack lived, and you sleep 
in the ante-chamber, where ypu have been going 
every night, and minister to my wanti, aa you always 
have done." 
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A broad smile of comprehension came over the 
harassed face of the servant Then his anxiety re- 
turned — ^Desevere was a man of imagination — ^and 
he asked : " Will any harm befall the Sultan, master 
of my master, Abrack ? " He knew the tortures that 
would come, particularly to the small, engaged in 
such enterprise. 

'* None ! " Duncan answered honestly. " There 
is a work I have to do, but it will not harm the Sul- 
tan. And I promise that no harm shall come to you, 
so long as you obey me. And in the end, as I have 
said, you shall be richly rewarded, and permitted to 
go your way. In a few weeks I shall be through with 
you. To-night, when it is dark, I shall become 
Abrack, and we will go to his rooms, taking our 
bedding with us." 

It was not without qualms that Duncan moved 
into the abode of the leper. He had noted, however, 
in the few minutes he had spent there two nights be- 
fore, the exquisite cleanliness of it; and, anyway, 
he saw no other method by which he could pose as 
the physician before the Siroccan world. 

The tall figure of Abrack, hooded and masked, 
applied for admission at the haremlik of the Sultan 
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of Sirocco. At his heels trotted De8ever6^ as he al- 
ways did. 

The chief eunuch of the palace, lean and wrinkled^ 
said to the servant: ^' Tell your master that we have 
missed him the last two days. His patient grows 
worse again. It seems as if the charm obtained from 
the American consul worked more efficaciously than 
those which your learned master deigns to give." 

The tone was polite, and the manner respectful, 
yet Duncan thought he noticed a trace of malice in 
the words. Desever6 with agile fingers was convey- 
ing the remark to his master, which the American's 
ears had already understood, luckily for him ; for of 
the finger-play he could make nothing. He had tried 
during the day to get a smattering of it, thinking it 
would be useful in replies, but found he could make 
not the least progress in the short time before him. 
Nevertheless, he had to imitate a reply, which Dese- 
ver6 watched as intently as if it conveyed an idea 
to him — ^his acting was not the least admirable of hia 
qualities — and turning to the eunuch, said : 

^' My master says that he has been on a far jour- 
ney, during the time you reproach him with, riding 
on the wings of the wind to where it would take a 
camel many months to travel, that he might seek out 
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an herb for the patient which would surely render 
her well and happy again." 

" DeseverSy you're a brick ! " Duncan thought to 
himself. He had hardly realized how much would 
be left to the quick invention of his servant in this 
deaf and dumb business^ in which he was able to do 
none of the effective thinking himself. 

The eunuch looked doubtful, but did not express 
his doubts. It is the fate of even the best of magic 
to arouse scepticism in certain breasts. He led the 
way through many tortuous passages, that Duncan 
tried his best to fix in his mind, to the room where 
was the patient, who, from the eunuch's words, must 
be Dalmera Grahame. As the door was opened Dun- 
can motioned to Desevere and the eunuch to fall back. 
The latter protested, and Duncan turned upon him, 
his eyes gleaming menacingly from his cavernous 
hood. His game of bluff must work now, or he might 
fail in everything. 

''It is of importance that none should be about 
when this charm is worked," Deseverfi said quickly. 
" If there is a slave-woman in the room, she must 
turn her face to the wall, and say no word, even if 
under the influence of the charm the patient cries 
out in joy." 
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^^m raise your wages for that good word, my 
son," Duncan resolved. 

Still protesting, but yielding to the fear which 
the Sultan's physician plainly inspired in all, the 
eunuch withdrew a short distance with DeseverS, and 
let Duncan enter the room alone. The words of the 
altercation had evidently been heard within, and 
the slave-woman sat with her head conscientiously 
turned to the wall, her hands over her face, for fuller 
obedience. 

In the cool twilight of the room Duncan had hia 
first sight of the girl to help whom he was running 
so many risks. And his first sight was not much. 
She lay crouched on a settee, as if there was for her 
no hope, no joy in life. If the Sultan wished to re- 
store her to health and happiness, it was no wondet 
he was resorting to all the charms of which he could 
hear. 

Duncan approached the girl and tried to attract 
her attention. He coughed, but she did not move, 
remaining the picture of dejection, of hopeless de- 
spair, on her splendid settee. He dared not touch 
her lest she should cry out and bring the eunuch, 
who could not be far from the door. Above all 
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things, he wished to communicate with her without 
causing her to betray herself* 

He wondered whether a deaf and dumb man could 
hum a tune. His education was neglected on that 
point; but as Dalmera Grahame would not look up, 
he had to risk it, and softly, very softly, began to 
hum " God Save the King," which, fortunately for 
Duncan, was the same as '^ America " — ^his musical 
accomplishments were very limited. At first there 
was no response ; then it seemed to Duncan tihat the 
head buried in the cushions was shifted ever so little, 
as a timorous man, thinking he hears burglars in his 
room, listens in the dark, with only the slightest 
change of posture. 

Duncan had paper and pencil with him. He 
stopped humming, as soon as he believed he had at- 
tracted the girl's attention, and began to write. In 
the intense stillness he knew she could hear hiuL 
When he looked up from his paper a pair of large 
dark eyes, in whose unfathomable sadness a ray of 
almost unbelievable hope was shining, looked at him 
over her veil. 

Duncan glanced at the slave-woman. She was still 
deeply impressed with the importance of keeping her 
face to the wall. He handed the slip of paper to 
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Dalmera. ^' Keep quiet," it read; *^ make no sign." 
The girl read it, and looked up at him again. She 
did not know what to make of it Was this Abrade 
bringing her a message from the mysterious stranger I 
Ko ; for she had seen him write it Duncan feared 
that she was going to speak, and motioned wamingly 
towards the door and the slave-woman in the comer 
of the room, and laid his fingers on his mask over 
his lips. 

Dalmera nodded, and Duncan wrote on another 
slip: "We can get you out of here some way. I 
shall be able to come in often as Abrack, and will 
find some way. Pretend that I have given you some 
medicine, and that it has done you good. Gk>od-by." 
The girl nodded again, oomprehendingly, and Dun- 
can, seeing nothing further to be effected at this 
visit, rose to go out, gathering up the scraps of paper 
and stuffing them in his pocket But at his starting 
to go the girl sprang to her feet and came to him, 
her dark eyes ablaze with questioning. Duncan 
feared that the reaction from her former state of 
hopelessness would be too much for her caution. He 
wanted to say a few words of caution. He looked 
around at the door and hoped that the presence of 
Deseverfi was keeping the eunuch's ear at a respect- 
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able distance from the crack of the door. If only 
the slave-woman were out of the room he would risk 
a few words. 

Dalmera saw Duncan glance at the slave and di- 
vined his thoughts. "She is faithful to me," she 
whispered, coming close to the American. 

Duncan took the girl's hand and held it firmly. 
" It all depends on you," he whispered. " Cunning- 
ham and I will get you out or lose a lung." 

" Cunningham ! " 

Duncan pressed her hand wamingly. " Yes — ^he 
thought you were dead. Keep oooL Don't give 
yourself away." 

The girl controlled herself under Duncan's com- 
pelling gaze. 

"Yes, I will," she whispered. "Where is Ab- 
rack?" 

Duncan lifted his eyes significantly heavenward. 
"Up the spout," he whispered. "Now, good-by." 

Convulsively Dalmera tightened her handclasp, 
and then went and sat on the settee, mastering her- 
self to calmness. 

" Sandy girl 1 " Duncan said approvingly to him- 
self as he went out. 
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Akd poor Cmmingham I If there was one person 
in Eub-hub-nol who was more miserable than the 
stolen girl in the harem of the Sultan it was her 
English lover, tortured outside by doubts and fears 
and remorse. He was inactive, while Dimcan, the 
American, was doing everything. He had been here 
the last year, so blind, so besotted, that it was left 
for a stranger to effect what should have been his 
duty and his right At this very moment everything 
might have gone wrong: Duncan might be now in 
the torturer's hands; Dalmera in danger of her life, 
or spirited away to some secret place, whence news 
of her would never more reach him. And he was 
sitting this afternoon, with his hands in his lap, pow- 
erless for ill or for good, denied even the privily 
to die in defense of her he loved. A hundred times, 
while the day was waning, he walked over to the 
sideboard, and his hand stretched out for the bottle 
that had been his only consolation for the past year, 
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and a hundred times he withdrew his hand and 
fought out his fight alone. 

He could not go to Duncan until darkness should 
permit him to knock unperceived at the door where 
once Abrack had livedo and where the world still 
thought he lived. At last the light was blotted out^ 
and Cunningham hurried forth. Yet only worse dis- 
appointment awaited him. Abrack's rooms were 
dark and deserted. They seemed to Cunningham 
gloomy with the gloom of a dead man's rooms. He 
waited in them for some time — ^a time to be measured 
by his feelings^ not by the clods:; and his fears be- 
came almost sureties to him. There were so many 
chances against Duncan's getting safely into the 
haremlik, so few in favor of it 

The hour-minutes passed, and under the inten- 
sity of the strain Cunningham's new-found sobriety 
would certainly have been lost had he been where 
drink was. He almost went back to his rooms for 
his bottle ; but, no 1 he gritted his teeth, and resolved 
that that should not happen while still a shadow of 
hope remained to him. 

Then the new fear descended upon him that Dun- 
can having been discovered and tortured, some of 
the Sultan's officers would come upon him, Cunning- 
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ham, in Abrack's roomSy and he would be put out 
of the way and deprived even of the power of noti- 
fying his goyemment of Dalmera'a fate, of avenging 
himself on the Sultan. He went out and skulked 
across the street, where he oould not be seen, and 
bitterly regretted that he had provided no means of 
flight from Kub-hub-nol, if worst came to worst 

Cunningham was in a desperate plight The situ- 
ation was one to have tried the nerves of a man in 
perfect condition, and the Englishman was far from 
that Each infrequent passerby sent a fresh access 
of terror over him, lest it prove to be someone from 
the Sultan ; yet he could not go away himself while 
a vestige of hope remained that Duncan might return. 

Late at night, though not so late by many hours 
as Cimningham thought it was, Duncan, in his dis- 
guise, returned with Desever6. The American was 
jubilant, yet he could not help noticing Cunning- 
ham's pitiable condition as the Englishman stumbled 
across the street and into his rooms after him. 

" I ought to have sent you word everything was 
all right," Duncan apologized, removing his mask, 
" when I got out this afternoon; but I found such 
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an argent message to come to the Sultan that I did 
not think about you." 

Cunningham did not answer. He was almost in 
a state of collapse from the suspense, and now the 
relief from suspense. Duncan had his servant make 
the Englishman some strong coffee. Two cups of 
this stopped the chattering of his teeth, and pulled 
him together. 

" D-did you s-s-see her ? " he asked, as soon as he 
could speak. 

The American had become lost in his own thoughts. 
He stared off into space, a smile upon his face that 
spread and broadened from second to second. With 
his fingers he drummed gently on the table-top, and 
plainly his thoughts flowed pleasantly through his 
head. 

After a long interval, when Cunningham's ques- 
tion had managed to penetrate to his consciousness, 
he answered absently, " Yes." He turned his face 
towards Cunningham, and gradually beneath the 
Englishman's anxious gaze his eyes lost their focus 
on far-distant things and saw the man in front of 
him. The smile radiated more strongly than ever 
from his face as he spoke : 
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'^ I'll bet you can't guess what I'm oommissioned 
to do now." 

"What?" 

"The Sultan is playing right into our hands." 
The dreamingy ruminating look came back into Dun- 
can's face; then he broke into a laugh as he slapped 
his knee in the keenest enjoyment the Englishman 
had ever seen him show^ and exclaimed, in homely 
I^ew English : " By gum I it couldn't be made better 
to order." 

Cunningham, reassured by Duncan's mirth, pa- 
tiently waited for an explanation in detail, which 
was presently given him. 

"I got into the haremlik O. E. this afternoon, 
saw your girl, and got out again. She'll be game for 
any scheme we may have to work: she's dU right 
I'd no sooner got back here than, as I told you, a 
command came that the Sultan wished to see me, 
Abrack. I felt queer, I can tell you, even though 
I had just successfully passed the inspection of that 
fellow Machmet, the head eunuch. I didn't know 
whether the fat was in the fire or not; but it was 
my move, so I went — ^with our little friend Desevere 
to interpret on his fingers." 

Duncan gave an oratorical pause. "Well, what 
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do you suppose ails the Sultan now ? " The Ameri- 
can made a flourish with his hand. '^ He's afraid 
of me, Sam Duncan, seventh son of a seventh son, 
bullet-proof man, who fattens on poison. The whole 
bunch have lost their nerve, and now instead of try- 
ing to poison me any more they want to show me the 
dead body of Dalmera Orahame in a coffin, so that 
I will go away and stop pestering them. I really 
do believe, too, that the Sultan has a sneaking sort 
of liking for me. It's considerable of a compliment" 

Cunningham had grown pale as Duncan spoke, in 
spite of the reassuring manner of the speaker. 
" What will you do ? " he asked. Faith in the re- 
sourcefulness of the American had become implicit 

" Well, the joke of the matter is that they want 
me, Abrack, to put her in some kind of a trance to 
fool me, Duncan, and make me think she's dead." 

He stopped for the Englishman to realize the 
humor of the situation. 

" That part will be easy," he continued, " with the 
help of the lady — ^and that is where our chance ought 
to come in. I figure out that old Abrack will have 
to use a good deal of paraphernalia in this trance 
business. The more regalia we put on the better 
pleased they wUl be," he put in parenthetically. 
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** Then when she's in her trance we'll put a doth 
over her coffin, and give strict orders that her body 
must not even be looked at for twenty-four hours; 
and in carting out our paraphernalia, we'll inciden- 
tally cart her out, too. Twenty-four hours is just 
about time for us to escape to the coast comfortably. 
I've got two Bisharin camels and an Arab stallion 
that will take us there overnight" 

^'Cuck-can you do that?" Cunningham asked. 
His enfeebled brain had not taken in all of Dun- 
can's plan, but his faith in the American was as 
implicit as Desever^'s. 

^^ I reckon so. But when they lift the doth and 
look into the coffin — ^whewl there'll be hell to pay 
for somebody," Duncan exclaimed, a vivid picture 
before him of the commotion that would follow the 
discovery. 
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THE ESCAPE^ AND THE ESCAPE FBUSTEATSD 

DuNOAN was playing the last moves in his intri- 
cate game against the Sultan, and the Sultan's Viz- 
ier, and the Sultan's court physician, and the Cap- 
tain of the Sultan's Guard; and he was playing it 
with infinite caution. Cunningham wanted des- 
perately to help; but Cunningham was relegated to 
the ignominious role of waiting till all was done. 
Duncan did not dare trust any important part to 
him, nor was there any part which he could have 
filled. Cunningham wanted to go into the harem 
disguised in native dress, as Abrack's servant 
" Yes, and stub your toe and rap out a good British 
Mamn!'" Duncan replied. The most that could 
be given the Englishman was to wait outside with 
the camels and the Arabian stallion till Dalmera 
should be brought out 

Of magic in these last few days Duncan practised 
much. As Abrack he explained to the Sultan, 
through the mouth of clever Desever6, that whil« he 
was able to put Dalmera Grahame into a trance that 
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would deceive any dog of an infidel into the belief 
that she was dead, he could not do it by a simple 
draughty but needed to use his most powerful con- 
juring. The whole thing would have been ridicu- 
lous, except that when a man's life and a woman's 
happiness depend thereon, farce becomes strenuous 
drama. So DeseverS went into the harem laden 
down with the paraphernalia his master required, 
and even the haughty Abrack appeared carrying a 
big quilted bag. Machmet and the other eunuchs 
were astounded to see the Sultan's physician enter- 
ing bowed beneath this bag, like any menial; but 
Deseverfi quickly changed their covert sneers to ter- 
ror by explaining that this bag contained a spirit 
of a force and virulence that would fly out and de- 
stroy all, imless kept strictly beneath the hand of 
Abrack while it was in the harem. The eunuchs 
did not exactly believe Desever6, but they did not 
disbelieve him enough to derive any comfort from 
their disbelief. Disbelief even of the strongest has 
never been any great comfort in this positive old 
world of ours. 

As Dimcan had felt she would, Dalmera played 
her part well in all this mummery. Fortunately, 
her slave was devoted to her; but she trusted her no 



ESCAPE, AND ESCAPE FRUSTRATED 

further than Duncan trusted Desever^— that is, no 
further than was absolutely necessary. Dalmera 
obeyed Duncan's slightest command, with an agony 
of hope in her dark eyes; and she was soon ready 
for the inspection of the Sultan. A oofiSn had been 
brought into her rooms, and in this she was laid out, 
powdered and painted to a ghastly whiteness. She 
had practised till she could hold her breath for a 
minute at a time, and Duncan was going to see that 
the Sultan did not look at her longer than this. A 
minute seems very long at certain times. 

Late at night the Sultan was sent for to look at 
his English wife, who was yet not his wife, in her 
trance. Duncan had chosen the hour chiefly in order 
that it should be too late to send for him as American 
consul that night, and also to facilitate their escape, 
if Fate ordained that escape should come. 

There were few who would not have been deceived 
by the wan face of the girl in her shroud; and the 
Sultan, even knowing that it was only apparent death, 
was yet nearly overcome. He leaned over and would 
have kissed the pale brow had not Abrack imperi- 
ously thrust forward his arm and held the Sultan 
off — a movement so foreign to the nature of the real 
Abrack that the Sultan, in spite of his anger, was 
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forced to believe the quick explanation of Deserer^ 
that it would mean death to the girl to touch her in 
her present state. 

" For twenty-four hours she will lie thus,** Dese- 
veri, well taught, continued, " and may be shown to 
the American consul once: then she must be covered 
again with her shroud and left undisturbed, until 
the time is at an end/' 

In spite of Dalmera's schooling, the near approach 
of the Sultan — she had felt his hot breath on her 
cheeks — ^had been too much for her. A shudder ran 
over her, and Abrack, clutching the Sultan's arm, 
pointed to her, and then imperiously pointed to the 
door and raised both hands aloft in a gesture of 
despair. 

''Evil has been done! Evil has been done!" 
DeseverS translated readily. "He must be left 
alone to undo it" 

Thoroughly frightened, the Sultan neither resented 
the physician's impertinence in laying his hands 
upon him, nor sought to disobey the gesture of Ab- 
rack and the words of his mouthpiece. He hurried 
from the room, yet stopped outside for a word with 
Machmet, the eunuch. 

This was Duncan's opportunity; this the moment 

254 



ESCAPE, AND ESCAPE FRUSTRATED 

he had been hoping for, praying for. Another chance 
might never come. Dalmera's slave crouched in one 
comer of the long room. Duncan walked swiftly to 
her, turned her terrified face to the wall, and whis- 
pered, " Do not move ! " in Siroccan. He knew that 
the words coming from the dread lips of the deaf 
and dumb physician would be more potent than 
cords. He beckoned to Desever^, and placed him 
face to the wall, by the side of the woman, with a 
lurid threat against moving gleaming from his eyes. 

Then he went to the coffin and swiftly and silently 
lifted the English girl from it Under the excite- 
ment of the moment she was no more than a feather 
to him. She stepped into the quilted bag provided, 
and he laid her down on the floor, beside the bundle 
Deseverg had brought in. He threw the pall over 
the coffin, with a rustle that the two with their faces 
to the wall could hear plainly. 

He touched Deseverg on the shoulder and motioned 
him to take up his bundle. Himself he slung the 
quilted bag over his shoulder, as he had done in com- 
ing in. Dalmera was light, and Duncan a strong 
man. 

" Do not uncover the coffin," he said to the slave- 
woman. '^Tell this to Machmet," he commanded 
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Deaever^. He had a profound feeling of thankful- 
ness that he had been able to get the girl from the 
coffin, without having to let DeseverS into the secret 
of the abduction. Much as he trusted in Deserer^'a 
fear of himself, he mistrusted that even that would 
not carry the Siroccan to the length of stealing a 
wife from the harem of the Sultan. 

At the door was waiting Machmet, the head eu- 
nuch. He nodded gravely at the order DeseverS trans- 
mitted to him, and escorted them through the wind- 
ing ways of the harem, now familiar to Duncan. He 
did not stop when they reached the outer door. With 
unwonted politeness he escorted them down the steps, 
and Duncan, alarmed, found him stitl near them at 
the bottom of the steps. A figure stepped out of the 
shadow into the light that streamed from the win- 
dow of the palace, then hesitated, seeing the eunuch 
accompanying Abrack. Duncan, however, did not 
hesitate; he went straight up to Cunningham in his 
servant's disguise, as if he had been expecting him, 
and handed over the precious bag to his trembling 
arms, which could hardly carry it. The eunuch was 
a few yards away, and in transferring the bag, Dun- 
can managed to whisper: '' Get to the coast to-night 
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Leave me the stallion. Don't wait for me. I'm 
safer alone." 

Cunningham turned away into the nighty stagger- 
ing under his precious freight, and Duncan walked 
slowly towards the rooms of Abrack, cudgelling his 
brains for the reason which could be inducing Mach- 
met to dog his footsteps. 

At the door Duncan went in. Machmet followed. 
Duncan turned upon him, with such evident ques- 
tioning in his attitude that Machmet bowed low, and 
explained: 

'^The Sultan has ordered me to stay with you 
until such time as the wife whom you have treated 
shall be entirely well and her natural self again." 
Nothing could be politer than the manner of the 
eunuch, nothing more embarrassing than his words, 
which Desevere, never forgetting his part, translated 
upon his fingers to Duncan. 

Duncan sank into a chair and tried to think of 
some way to get rid of the eunuch. It is true that 
Dalmera and Cunningham were safely ofF, but the 
thought, comforting as it was in one way, made him 
all the more eager to escape himself. It was one 
thing to stay here in hourly danger of death, when 
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he had the inspiration of the imprisoned girl to help 
him ; and quite another^ now that she was free, and 
that that very fact made his own danger a thousand- 
fold more acute. 

" Poor old Abrack 1 '* Duncan thought to himself 
whimsically, "it's going hard with you, if youVe 
got to restore Daknera Orahame safe and sound to 
the Sultan, or have the thing taken out of your hide. 
Why in thunder do they want to suspect you, any- 
way t " he further apostrophized his other self. " I 
should think you had done enough for the Sultan. 
There's sure no gratitude in potentates.'' 

What was to be done ? He looked malevolently at 
the eunuch. Machmet was a very large man, and 
lean; and while it was probable that Duncan could 
kill him in a fight, it was not likely that he could 
do so silently as he had strangled deaf Abrack, sur- 
prised, and overcome before he could give any alarm, 
he whom nature had deprived of the power of crying 
out The eunuch looked at him bright-eyed, and let 
no motion escape him. It was probable, also, that 
he was armed. Duncan regretted bitterly that he 
had not his poison-ring with him. He had no wish 
to harm Machmet, but the case was urgent, and he 
would much rather put Machmet out of the way 
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than die himself in the manner that he should, if the 
Sultan f oimd out how he had tricked him. 

Duncan went into the inner room. The eunuch 
followed him to the door, where he could see that 
there was no exit except through the outer room. 
With a deprecatory bow he withdrew, pushing the 
door as far open as it would go, however, in a way 
that was suggestive, if not offensive. For a second 
Duncan managed to get out of range of the eunuch's 
eyes, and glancing quickly at Desevere he made the 
motion of drinking, and then dropped his head on 
one side as if in sleep. 

Desevere nodded appreciatively, yet barely per- 
ceptibly, and went quietly to work making some cof- 
fee. A Siroccan rarely received another without this 
courtesy, and from a bottle in the same cupboard 
which kept the china the servant poured a few drops 
into one of the cups. Desevere was no more skilful, 
however, than Machmet was suspicious, and, smiling, 
he refused the cup of coffee which Desevere pressed 
upon him. 

Duncan drank his own coffee nonchalantly, al- 
though the feeling of exasperation was becoming 
stronger and stronger within him. He took another 
cup, and the eunuch, who had the Siroccan love of 
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the beverage, watched him wistfully. Then Dunean 
motioned DeaeverS to lie down on his pallet in the 
comer of the room, and himself grasped a stout stick, 
and sallied out into the night 

The eunuch sprang up to accompany him, and in 
shifting his cloak on his shoulders, showed, perhaps 
intentionally, a revolver and a dirk in his belt 
'^ Thanks for the tip,'' Duncan said to himself. 

The American had no plan. He must get rid of 
this terrible shadow, somehow, before the morning 
broke, that was alL Perhaps he might be able to 
kill; he might only outrun him. He would rather 
do the latter than the former. He could not sit with- 
out movement in Abrack's rooms and wait for the 
bolt to fall 

They walked quickly to the city gates, Duncan 
striding along at his best gait, the eunuch at his el- 
bow. For the first time since he had been using Ab- 
rack's disguise the guard at the gate barred his exit 
" I have orders not to let Abrack out of the city," he 
said, apologetically to Machmet, Desevere not being 
present to interpret Duncan heard the words only 
too clearly, in the depths of his Abrack hood, and 
caught sight of Machmet's malevolent smile as he 
turned back. The head eunuch had long entertained 

200 



ESCAPE, AND ESCAPE FRUSTRATED 

feelings of sacred hatred for Abrack whom all in the 
palace, including himself, held in snch fear; and he 
hoped now that Abrack's power was going to wane. 

Duncan walked desperately back into the city. He 
did not realize how fast he was walking till he heard 
Machmet pu£Sng beside him. Machmet was lean, 
but his wind was not so good as it would have been 
had he been in the habit of taking more exercise. 

'* Well, m try to tire you out, you danm fool 1 " 
Duncan said to himself, though there was no reason 
for applying this opprobrious term to Machmet, since 
he was showing himself anything but a fool. 

For hours Duncan walked his hardest about Kub- 
hub-nol, till the sweat poured off his body and his 
masked face. Machmet, with the tenacity of the 
faithful slave, went with him, forced at length into 
a pitiful jogtrot by Duncan's long strides. If Mach- 
met had not been reduced beyond speculative thought, 
he would have wondered how the court physician httd 
become such a wonderful pedestrian. Once in the 
middle of the night Duncan returned to Abrack's 
rooms, and had Desevere brew him another cup of 
coffee. This he did not even offer to Machmet, who 
slumped, exhausted, in a chair. Refreshed, Duncan 
went out again, knowing that the few minutes of rest 
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would make the eunuch feel doubly tired. Another 
two hours, and eight or nine more miles had been oov- 
eredy and Machmet was an object that the stoniest- 
hearted would have pitied. Back in Abrack's rooms 
he lay moaning, yet faithful stilL Duncan waked 
his servant, and pointed to his mouth. He had a 
ravenous appetite, from the hardest night's work 
he had ever done. It was nearly dawn now, and he 
must make a dash for liberty pretty soon. Hq sat 
down and ate, but not too much. Athletes dine light 
before a contest He poured out a cup of the steam- 
ing Siroccan coffee, whose aroma is the breath of 
paradise, and dropped into it deliberately, before the 
very eyes of Machmet, a dose from the bottle of opi- 
ate. He motioned to Desevere to give the cup to 
the almost fainting eunuch. 

Desevere held the cup to Machmet's lips, and 
Machmet nearly drank the coffee, knowing it was 
drugged, so weak and exhausted did he feel, so heav- 
enly did it smell to his famished nostrils. He leaned 
over the cup and snuffed its aroma. Ah t how good 
it smelled! The mere odor of it seemed to lessen 
the pains shooting through his legs, seemed to mend 
the break in his back. He closed his eyes in an 
ecstasy of ethereal enjoyment. The fumes wrapped 
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him round in bliss ; his fatigue lessaied ; a luxurious 
languor stole over him; he had been faithful to his 
trust, through all its pains; he would surely be re- 
warded; he could see the Sultan himself coming 
towards him bearing the most splendid jewels in his 
hand. . . . The Sultan was speaking to him, 
was praising him. . . . Ah ! the delicious warmth 
on his lips, the comfort to his stomach, the delight 
through all his being! .... All about were 
lights and music. . . . He had been faithfuL . . . 

Duncan and Desevere slipped out of the door, 
while the eimuch lay dreaming, his head wabbling 
over the empty cup of coffee. One look at the sky 
outside and the American swore softly. The dark- 
ness was breaking. He had counted on creeping 
over the city walls somewhere, but it was too late 
for that. There was only one thing to do, and that 
quickly: to return to his own rooms, and cease to be 
Abrack. Just what the eunuch would do when he 
awoke Duncan did not know; but he thought that 
he would seek Abrack diligently and silently, or flee 
far away from the Sultan. The disappearance of 
the court physician he would probably keep from 
the Sultan as long as he was able. Duncan would 
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have to leave the city, if he left it during the day- 
time, as the American consul, and as American con- 
sul he dared not try to go away too early in the morn- 
ing, lest suspicion fall on hiuL In this last step 
he must make no blunder of impatience. If once 
he were well out of Kub-hub-nol, with half an hour's 
start, he feared little. His Arab could make the 
fifty miles to the coast in five hours or less; and 
with such a start even relays of horses would find 
it hard to overtake him. Meanwhile he might as 
well snatch a little of the sleep he had robbed him- 
self of to rob Machmet With strict orders to Dese- 
ver6, whose sleep had not been so disturbed, to wake 
him at nine o'clock, he lay down, and soon was dream- 
ing as gorgeous dreams as Machmet himself. 
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The power of sleep, which had aided Duncan so 
signally the night before, betrayed him cruelly the 
next morning. He overslept himself, and DeseverS, 
who should have waked him, was sleeping, too. 
When the servant awoke he saw that he had been 
unfaithful to his trust. Trembling, he stood, de- 
bating whether to wake his master now or to take 
to flight While he hesitated, Duncan awoke, yawned 
and stretched, and looked at his watch. It had 
stopped, not having been wound the night before. 
It is a not uncommon phenomenon for a man who 
has been up all night to take it that since he could 
go without sleeping, his watch could go without wind- 
ing. 

Duncan yawned and stretched again. His back 
and legs had the comfortable, logy feeling following 
unusual exertion in a man in good physical trim — 
the feeling which translates itself so delightfully into 
appetite. Duncan's watch had stopped at half past 
seven o'clock; he shook it, and it ticked feebly for 

28» 



SIROCCO 

five or 8ix seoonds, as if it had hardly lost all mo- 
mentum yet In addition, his bones and muscles had 
a half-past-seven-in-the-moming feeling to them, a 
virtuous feeling that does not usually linger later 
in the day. 

" Grub, DeseverS I " he cried, bounding out of bed ; 
''grub and some coffee; for I'm to be Queen of the 
May, mother, I'm to be Queen of the May/' 

"Yes, heaven-bom," DeseverS answered, over- 
joyed to see his dreaded master in this pleasant 
mood. 

There was a knock at the outer door. 

''Go see who knocks," Duncan called gayly. 
" Perchance it is someone seeking Abrack, son of a 
gun, and physician to the Sultan." 

Desevere answered the knock, and Duncan heard 
him ushering a visitor into his sitting-room. 

" It is the Vizier," Deseverfi reported to the Amer- 
ican in his pajamas. " He comes to you with a mes- 
sage from the Sultan." 

"From the Sultan," Duncan repeated blankly. 
" Deseverg, I doubt whether I'm going to be Queen 
of the May, mother, after all." 

"No, heaven-bom," Desevere assented placidly. 
" He has a large retinue to escort you." 
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" The devil he has 1 He must want to see me 
mighty badly to send for me at this time in the morn- 
ing. Deseverg 1 " he cried, as a sudden fear and hope 
struck him, " what time is it ? " 

Desever6 trembled, yet he spoke the truth: " It is 
past the midday hour." Desevere did not exagger- 
ate : it was late in the afternoon. 

At first Duncan felt relieved. This was not so bad 
as if the Sultan were sending the Vizier and a large 
retinue for him at seven in the morning; yet it was 
bad enough, since now, undoubtedly, the Sultan 
would want to show him the body of Dalmera to 
prove that she was dead. Dimcan hated to think of 
looking into that coffin with the Sultan. 

He began to dress ; and as he dressed, and thought 
of his predicament, he became angrier and angrier 
with himself. Here he was trapped in a way that 
he would only have expected from a weakling. He 
ground his teeth with rage. After having carried 
the adventure through successfully so far, to lose out 
in the end in this asinine manner hurt him in his 
self-respect. He did not stop to curse Deseverfi. He 
knew that ultimately it was his fault and not his 
servant's. He should have slept in the self-conscious 
way which would have roused up a dozen times before 
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the time appointed. Instead he had^ at this crisis, 
given way body and mind to the luxuries of f atigae^ 
and slept as carelessly as a hod-carrier. 

He finished his dressings and went to meet the 
Vizier, feeling a much smaller appetite than he had 
felt a few minutes before. 

The Vizier sprang up eagerly to greet Duncan, 
yet with an eagerness that was chastened, as befitted 
one bearing sad news. 

" My dear friend," he cried; " wonderful fellow! 
You have capture' the heart of the Sultan. He has 
had deep grief last night, terrible affleection, and is 
bowed down. In his grief he can think of onnly one 
man — ^you 1 " 

" His grief ? " Duncan repeated. 

"Yes, the wife whom he cherish over all many 
wives is dead. She die suddenly — ^it was gre't blow. 
He wants you to come and give comfort to him.*' 

" I will come, I will come — to-morrow," Duncan 
answered feelingly. 

" No, he insist you must come to-day. It is cus- 
tom of us to make interment same day they died. 
You must come at once. The Sultan will have none 
but you in his despair. Me, his old servant, you 
have entirely put ousted from his heart But I feel 
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you no ill-will— I myself have too much fondness for 
you/' 

The Vizier was full of emotion, and Duncan bowed 
his own head in his hands. He was full of emotion, 
too, and trying hard to think of an excuse that would 
be accepted. 

The Vizier continued feelingly: ^^ In the past time 
you and the Sultan have disagree'. Now no more 
disagreeability exist Come to him and behold dead 
cadaver of her for whom you have struggle' so much 
in the past time." 

^^Is Dalmera Grahame really deadf " Duncan 
spoke in a mechanical way that the Vizier might 
have wondered at had he not been so much occupied 
with his own inventions. 

^^ Yess, she iss dead," the Vizier lamented. 

^^ Then I cannot intrude on the Sultan to remind 
him by my presence of the presumption I have been 
guilty of. Let me rather lose myself— efface myself 
from his life utterly. I will depart from Eub-hub- 
nol at once." 

^^ No, you have misjudgment of my master. He 
values your friendship above everything else earthly. 
He wishes to satisfy you. The only melancholy com- 
fort that remain' to him is to prove to you that he 
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no longer vexes one in whose behalf you have striven 
so harcL'* 

^^ ly too, have the highest regard for him^ and for 
you/' Duncan asserted. ^^ If you tell me that she is 
really dead^ then my business here is at an end^ and 
I will peacefully retire.'' 

" You would not deprive him of your f riendship, 
now that he needs it so verry many ? " the Vizier in- 
sisted with melancholy inflection. 

" Then I will come to him in a few hours,^ Dun- 
can answered, taking refuge in the lie direct '^I 
have just risen from my bed, more shame to me, and 
I have not yet eaten." 

^^ The Sultan has a sumptuous meal prepare' at 
his palace that he will eat with you, and indeed of 
every dish he will eat the first half, lest some un- 
worthy suspicion enter your mind. Come now ; for 
my master is waxing impatient, and my retinue " — 
he waved his hand towards the window, from which 
Duncan had already noticed the imposing retinue 
without — " has waited a long time." 

Duncan saw the uselessness of further argument 
It was evident the Sultan had given his Vizier orders 
to bring Duncan along with him. ** I will come," 
he said gravely; ^' but since he has sent you and this 
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retinue for me, I will not go in these ordinary clothes, 
with the hnnger of a dog tearing me inside, as if I 
went solely to him to gorge myself with food/' 

Duncan was playing for time now. His wardrobe 
hardly justified his reference to it; but if the deluge 
must break over him, he wished at least to be sure 
Dalmera Grahame and Cunningham had had time 
to reach a place of safety. They had already had 
some eighteen hours; but Dalmera was ill, and he 
did not know how fast she could travel. It might be 
her woman's courage would uphold her over the rough 
fifty miles to the coast On the other hand, it was 
quite possible, unaccustomed as she was to exercise, 
that she would break down before half the journey 
was over, and have to finish it in a litter. For this 
reason every minute gained before the Sultan took ' 
him into the harem to show him the body of his dead 
wife was valuable. He sat down to the breakfast 
Desevere put on the table, and pressed the Vizier 
to join him. The latter refused, and tried to make 
Duncan come at once to the Sultan; but this Duncan 
positively refused to do. 

Duncan ate slowly, conversing affably with hia 
guest, whose impatience increased visibly under the 
leisurely manner of the American. When Duncan 
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had thoroughly masticated such food as he desired^ 
he went into his hedroom to array himself for his 
interview with the Sultan. He brought out his en- 
tire stock of clothes^ and stroked his chin as he looked 
at them thoughtfully. He took as much time over 
his simple toilet as any Beau Brummel preparing 
for a court audience. He debated minutes over his 
bullet-proof vest Would it come in handy, or v^ould 
it be in the way ? Finally, he laid it decidedly down. 
" Not on your life, my son,*' he abjured it ; " cut and 
run is my programme, whenever I get the cue." 

Out of range of the Vizier's eyes he carefully pre- 
pared himself for a life and death struggle. His 
two revolvers were disposed about him where they 
would be most convenient, with the least obtrusive- 
ness. A long knife was thrust inside his belt, where 
his coat would hide it; and finally, the poison-ring 
of Abrack, carefully preserved against the time that 
should seem to need it most, was slipped on the 
middle finger of his right hand. 

With the shoulder-shrug of the gambler risking his 
last dollar and his life on the cast of the die, Duncan 
came out of his room at last as the short dusk of Si- 
rocco was beginning to fall, and accompanied the 
Vizier to the presence of his master. 
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Duncan already liked the Snltan^ in a way, and 
now he found himself lost in admiration of him, as 
an actor. The Sultan's love for the English girl was 
genuine, and, for that reason, affecting: his feigned 
grief at her death was more effective yet The Sul- 
tan was an artist, and plain trader though he was, 
Duncan admired the art ^^ He sure plays his hand 
well,'' the American thought, and a wave of wonder 
swept over him that he should have succeeded as well 
as he had against such a finished antagonist 

The Sultan did not give way to tempestuous grief; 
he was restrained, yet the deep workings of his sor- 
row could be seen in his every action. So perfect 
was the Sultan that the thought flashed across Dun- 
can's mind that perhaps, after all, he himself was the 
dupe and not the deceiver: perhaps Cunningham and 
the girl had been caught and killed, and the Sultan 
was ^paring a ghastly surprise f of him, and would 
show him their dead bodies, preparatory to sending 
his soul to join theirs by some unusually disagreeable 
method. Such a revenge would be one to appeal 
particularly to the Siroccan mind; and nothing 
seemed too fantastic to be true on that evening with 
the Sultan. 

'' You shall take with me the last look on her I 
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lavedf my friend," the Sultan said; " for yon are my 
friend, now that there is no longer any disagreement 
between us." 

Duncan held out his left hand and wrung that of 
the Sultan, half turning from him as if not to in- 
trude on the great grief of a dear friend. ^^ I do 
not feel that I can come with you," he answered, 
and his voice in turn trembled admirably. ^' I feel, 
now that I see your sorrow, what a wrong I con- 
templated against you. I know that if I had stayed 
away, and not meddled in your — ^your — domestic in- 
felicities, your wife could not have helped being won 
over by your noble nature. Let me slink away in 
shame, and never more vex you by the sight of me.'* 
Duncan was still playing desperately for a chance 
to escape. 

" No, my friend," the Sultan insisted, " at this 
moment all enmity is buried between us. We have 
kindred feelings that bring us together : we shall share 
our sorrow, as erstwhile we strove together like men. 
I should always feel as if you might suspect me of 
trying to deceive you, if you did not see with your 
own eyes. For truly," he added, with simple frank- 
ness, ^^ once or twice in the past I have misled you 
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in this matter^ and I would have no lurking doubt 
remain in your mind now." 

" How could I think that now you would hide the 
true state of affairs from me ? " Duncan asked feel- 
ingly, and with more truth than he had yet employed 
during the interview. 
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A OALLAKT HOBSE^ AND A OABBULOUS PABSON 

Ik the end Duncan gave up his hopeless attempt 
to try to escape accompanying the Sultan to the room 
containing Dalmera Grahame's coffin. It was hours 
since he had first come to the palace^ and late at 
night, their protestations and counter-protestations 
having taken up much time. Duncan was almost 
drunk with the certain danger that environed him. 
^^ I wondered what the Sultan would say to the man 
who told him the coffin was empty/' Duncan thought, 
as he walked with the Sultan into the haremlik, where 
no Anglo-Saxon had ever before been admitted. 
" 111 pretty near find out" 

There was a hushed and anxious air about the 
haremlik. Few attendants were in the corridors 
through which they passed, and quiet reigned. Ab- 
rack's orders that there should be no noise while Dal- 
mera was in her death-like trance had been well 
heeded, even though the head eunuch was away, and 
on his subordinates devolved the carrying out of the 
order. 
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Duncan and the Sultan went into the death cham- 
ber alone. There were none of the professional 
mourners about, whose mercenary wails were the 
usual accompaniment of a Siroccan funeraL " She 
did not wish them/^ the Sultan said. " She asked 
for quiet as she lay dying. For that reason is she 
alone, with her attendants outside far from her door ; 
and for that reason I ask you not to speak when I 
shall remove the shroud from her face, that you may 
see and be satisfied.'' 

"Now it's coming," Duncan said softly to him- 
self, as the Sultan reached forth a hand that trem- 
bled towards the embroidered sheet covering the 
coffin. 

Duncan was slightly behind the Sultan, and his 
own left hand slid swiftly forth and closed on the 
windpipe of the Sultan at the instant that the un- 
covering revealed the empty coffin. Not a cry or 
gurgle escaped from the Siroccan monarch. He 
writhed helplessly in Duncan's sinewy fingers. There 
was the fierceness of the primal instinct of self- 
preservation in Duncan's tightening grasp, and pres- 
ently the Sultan's body lay limp and still across the 
coffin. 

Duncan raised his right hand, with its poison-ring, 
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to strike the body of the Sultan and end his power 
for evil; but with his hand poised in mid-air there 
came over him a revulsion of feeling. After all, he 
did like the Sultan — ^he was surprised at this moment 
to find out the strength of his liking. And the 
thought of killing him as he lay here, defenceless, 
nauseated him as would the thought of striking a 
woman. " Damn fool ! '' he muttered under his 
breath, and included in his imprecation both a mon- 
arch, and one who would not kill him when he had 
the chance. Swiftly he stripped the Sultan's turban 
from his head and unwound its long silken folds, and 
then gagged and bound the limp body with a thor- 
oughness that left nothing to be desired. The Sul- 
tan was like unto a mummy, and very nearly a choked 
one, when Duncan laid him in the coffin, and care- 
fully replaced the pall over it Nothing in the room 
betokened the struggle that had taken place. 

He walked out of the door and up to the group of 
eunuchs who waited at a respectful distance from it 

''Your master is immersed in grief, and would 
not be disturbed until he calls you," he told the one 
who stepped forth deferentially. 

He went leisurely along the corridors through 
which he had come a few minutes before with the 
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Sultan^ to the outer door^ talking in subdued and 
affable tones to the eunuch who accompanied him. 
On the steps of the palace he halted^ in the light from 
the doorway, and rolled himself a cigarette, and in 
the act reached the highest peak of the mountains of 
self-possession. A few steps into the darkness, and 
the door of the haremlik shut behind him with a 
clang. He threw away the cigarette and ran through 
the empiy streets as he had never run before. 

The caravansary where he kept his camels and his 
horse was not far, and Duncan reached it without 
slackening his speed. Oh! that Cunningham had 
returned his horse there when he escaped the night 
before! 

With bursting lungs Duncan forced himself to hold 
his breath as he tiptoed past the cubby-hole where 
the hostler slept If the man awoke there might be 
a discussion as to money due, and Duncan felt that 
this was no time to stop to pay his debts. 

It took Duncan five precious minutes to tie his 
Arab's feet up in pieces of cloth — ^his own coat cut 
in four, the only cloth he had at hand; but he felt 
that they were five necessary minutes. Lucky that 
Duncan had ridden his stallion often enough to estab- 
lish the friendship which exists between the horse- 

279 



SIROCCO 

man and his familiar steed, otlierwise his escape 
from the city might have had to be made over the 
city wallsi and the journey to the coast on foot 

In the quiet of the night the breathing of the host- 
ler sounded loud. Intently Duncan listened to it for 
indications of awakening as he tied his horse's feet 
With caressings and pettings he led the muffled stal- 
lion out past the hostler, the stopping of whose regu- 
lar breathing would be the danger signal that would 
force Duncan to leap into his saddle and make a dash 
for it But, like hostlers the world over, liquor often 
claimed this one for its own, and he slept heavily 
while Duncan stole forth. 

And now, safely out of the courtyard, Duncan 
hesitated, and then for the second time that day did 
an act that reflected more credit on his heart than on 
his head. Instead of heading straight for the city 
gates, he made a slight detour to pass his rooms. He 
had promised Desever6 reward if the Siroccan served 
him faithfully, and now it seemed to him as if in- 
stead of keeping his promise to him he were deserting 
him to certain evil fortune; for the Sultan's punish- 
ments fell indiscriminately as the gentle rain of 
heaven. 

In front of his windows Duncan reined in his sof t- 
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treading stallion and gently called Deseverfi's name. 
The servant had known that his master was ventur- 
ing into the Sultan's haremlik this evening, and Dun- 
can hoped that anxiety would keep him awake and 
watchful. If he did not answer, then Dimcan would 
have to leave him to his fate ; but at the first cautious 
call a figure arose from the darkness of the doorway, 
and came forward with an expression of thankful- 
ness for his master's safe return. 

Duncan took out his purse and gave half its con- 
tents to Deseverfi. "I am going away now," he said, 
^^ to Deleyngy, on the coast. Make your way there, 
too, as fast as you can. I will leave this stallion there 
for you, at some caravansary, or in charge of Ben, 
if I run across him. And get there as soon as you 
can. There may be trouble in the morning, here. 
You can have all the things in my rooms, too, if you 
care to run the risk of staying for them.'* 

" May Allah preserve you for your generosity to 
your poor servant 1 " Deseverg cried, in subdued 
tones. ^^ The assembling of your things will take me 
little time. Often have I considered how they might 
quickly be removed. And I have a safe place to 
secrete theuL In an hour I will be following you to 
Deleyngy." 
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Well beyond the city gates Dnncan stopped and 
eat the strings which tied the muffled hoofs. The 
Arab raised his feet daintily out of the puzzling foot- 
gear. Duncan swung himself back into the saddle, 
and the horse sprang forward for his accustomed 
breather. 

Duncan reined him in. '^Steady now, old boy. 
This is no half-hour canter: this is a ride for life, 
and youll need all your wind and endurance." 

Fretting slightly, yet yielding obedience to the^ su- 
perior intellect that controlled the reins, the Arab 
settled into an easy, sweeping gallop, that was yet too 
slow to satisfy his abounding vitality. His ears 
pricked forward at the unknown dangers of the dark- 
ness, then back, one at a time, for the signal from 
his master that should permit him to rush forward 
at the rate that he had been used to on their jaunts 
into the country. He played with the curb, to indi- 
cate his willingness to change his collected gallop 
for the mad, onward rush that made the wind roar 
past the ears and the blood tingle through the veins; 
but as no answering slackening of the reins encour- 
aged him, he arched his neck proudly and contented 
himself with giving more of the up-and-down swing 



GALLANT HORSE— GARRULOUS PARSON 

to his canter, to work off some of his superfluous 
energy. 

Duncan smiled at the ways of his horse^ and eased 
off a trifle on the reins. He wanted to spend none 
of his mount's strength on a rocking-chair motion 
which could be utilized for straight-ahead. Instantly 
the stallion lengthened his stride, flattening himself 
a little nearer the ground, and his speed gained by 
two or three miles to the hour. 

Thus steadily they galloped onward, the Arab soon 
seeing, with the sympathy which replaces higher in- 
telligence in the horse, that this was no pleasure ride 
but a serious business, where wind and legs and 
strength and attention should all be concentrated on 
moving swiftly and steadily forward. 

After an hour Duncan pulled up to a walk, slipped 
from the saddle, and strode ahead of the Arab, his 
arm through the reins. Lightly stepping, the horse 
followed, head down, deep, easy breathing attesting 
the good horsemanship of his rider. His equine play- 
fulness was gone from him now. Unwearied he still 
was, but not with the superabundant life of the first 
few miles. In ten minutes Duncan mounted him 
again, and the Arab, at the touch of his master's foot 
in the stirrup, raised his head and curved his neck in 
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impatifliioe again to be outtiiig the wind with his long 
desert stride. 

To a horse in good condition, whose education in 
the art of galloping long and swiftly began centuries 
ago, and in whose veins flowed no drop of blood that 
had ever pulled a plow, fifty miles in a short nig^t 
is not too hard a task, although it is one that no base- 
bom should try. As the night wore on, Duncan paid 
more and more attention to the sounds from his rear. 
Every half hour he stopped on some rise and listened 
for sounds of pursuit He was glad that on this flight 
he should not have to guard against a soft-footed 
camel's overtaking him. He heard nothing, beyond 
the barking of the village curs, as he swept past the 
periodic clusters of hovels that were the villages in 
the domain of the Sultan. 

The morning mists were clearing from the harbor 
of Deleyngy as Duncan galloped down to the shore 
on a horse who still bore himself proudly, still sprang 
forward at the touch of the heel as if it gave him new 
life. Through the awakening town he galloped, till, 
a scant furlong from the beach, he reined his horse 
back on his haunches at the sight of a native who 
was scurrying around the comer into a side street 

"Hullo, Ben I ''he called. 
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The oamel-driver hesitated an instant before turn- 
ing in answer to the salutation. It almost seemed as 
if he contemplated running away without replying 
to the call of his master. He cast one glance around, 
however, out of the comer of his eye at Duncan's 
Arab, and then came back with the customary polite 
salutation of man to master. 

'^ Did they get here all right ? " the American asked 
anxiously, taking no notice of the strange behavior 
of his servant. 

^^ Yes, we arrived yesterday, late in the afternoon. 
The lady bore the fatigue of the journey well; the 
Englishman not so welL He would have fallen from 
his camel many times, through weakness, had he not 
gathered strength from a bottle he brought with him." 

^' The pup ! " Duncan exclaimed, under his breath. 

" Even with the help of the bottle he barely lasted 
till they got into the small boat that belongs to the 
English steamer.'' Ben pointed out over the bay. 
" The lady," he added, " did not wish to go. Almost 
they could not make her leave the land until you 
arrived. Only by promising to keep a small boat 
constantly waiting on the beach till you should come 
did they persuade her to go to the steamer. The 
small boat awaits your coming with eagerness," Ben 
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ended, and Duncan could diflcem no less eagerness 
to have him depart in the yoioe of Ben. 

'^ The camels are yours now/' Duncan answered 
the unspoken thoughts of the native. ^^ This horse 
which I am riding I will leave in your charge for 
Desever6, who will be here soon. Come down to the 
boat with me to take the horse, and I will further 
give you a sum of money.'' 

The camel-driver's face cleared at the announce- 
ment that the sudden appearance of his master did 
not endanger his ownership of the camels. He took 
hold of Duncan's stirrup-strap, and ran beside the 
horse with alacrity. 

A boat manned by English seamen and one other 
passenger was all ready to pull off to a steamer that 
lay a quarter of a mile from shore. Duncan looked 
out to the steamer. The crew and passengers were 
clustered by the rail, evidently watching him. A 
tiny square of cambric waved to him over the water. 
At the same instant two white puffs shot up beside 
the smoke-stack, and a few seconds later two toots 
from the whistle reverberated through the air. 

The boatswain touched his cap. " Beady for you, 
sir," he said, with British stolidity. 

Duncan turned, and half unconsciously took off 
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his hat to the gallant grey, who had carried him so 
well from Kub-hub-nol. "Good-by, old man,*' he 
said, patting his soft nose. ^' I can't take you with 
me, or I would." 

The horse arched his neck, and pawed the ground, 
seeming to understand the words of his master. 

Duncan gave the bridle reins to Ben. " Tell Dese- 
ver6 to take good care of my horse." He opened his 
pocketbook and again divided its contents. ^^Kow 
scoot from here as hard as you can, and don't let any- 
body see very much of you. And play fair with 
DeseverS, or, from what I know of him, you will be 
the last of the Mohicans." 

He glanced back over the road he had come, and 
far in the distance saw a cloud of dust 

" Just wait a minute," he said to the expectant 
boatswain ; " Fd like to write a note. Have you any 
paper and a pencil ? " 

The boatswain had none; but the clerical-looking 
gentleman, who sat in the stem of the boat, produced 
a crumpled sheet and a pencil from his pocket 

Duncan wrote : " It was a bitter pill, your Majesty ; 
but it was an American pill, and very good for the 
health — of my patient" 

He folded the paper up and addressed it to the 
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Sultan. Looking about among the loafers on the 
shore for one who ahonld appear most to deserve pim- 
ishment for his sins, he beckoned to him. He gave 
him the letter — at a second glance Dimcan felt cer- 
tain that the villain would deserve whatever he got 
— ^together with all the loose change in his pocket 

^' Do you see that cloud of dust approaching? " he 
asked. 

'^ YeSy it is as of many horsemen,'' the Siroocan 
answered. 

'^ It is likely to be many horsemen," Duncan as- 
sented gravely. ^^ Give this letter to the one among 
them who seems to have most time for the perusal 
of letters. And now," he added, in English, to 
the boatswain, " if you don't want to be mixed up 
in the prettiest fight you ever saw, make for your 
steamer." 

The boatswain grinned. He knew something of 
the country they were in, and anything white 
'^ went " against anything brown, without question. 
The oars bent beneath the pull of the sailors, and 
clearer and clearer to the eyes of Duncan became the 
scrap of cambric on the deck of the steamer. 

^' He isn't good enough for her," Duncan muttered 
to himself. 
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" What were you saying, sir ? " aaked the derical- 
looking gentleman beside him. 

" Nothing," Duncan answered. 

^^ There seems to be quite a commotion on shore," 
the clerical gentleman went on. ^' Perhaps it is some 
one desiring to depart on the steamer. They prob- 
ably do not know that the hour for departure is four 
this afternoon. They seem to be in a great hurry." 

" They do," Duncan assented politely. 

'^ I came ashore this morning to do an errand for 
my wife, which in the excitement of yesterday after- 
noon I had overlooked," the clergyman volunteered. 
'^ Perhaps I should explain that there was a most dis- 
tressing case yesterday, of which we were witnesses. 
A young man and a young woman came on board 
at the same time that my wife and I did — ^brother 
and sister, I judged that the young people were. I 
gathered that they were in much danger in this coun- 
try, and had undergone many hardships to escape. 
They had ridden fifty miles on camels without stop- 
ping, from Kub-hub-nol, to catch the steamer, and 
the young man was on the verge of collapse when 
brought aboard. He died last night at nine o'clock." 

" Died! " Duncan gasped, with a jubilance in his 
voice that was entirely unintentionaL 
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" Yes, an unnsually sad case. My wife is with 
his sister now, a young woman who seems to have 
great sweetness and strength of character. She bore 
up better under the shock than one would have ex- 
pected from a lady of her fragile appearance. I 
greatly admire her fortitude and sweet resignation 
to the will of the Almighty. She seemed very anx- 
ious, also, over the safety of some other person who 
was to have followed them — *a nearer one still, 
and a dearer one,' perhaps," the missionary sur- 
mised poetically. "Her anxiety about this other 
one seemed to take her mind off her brother's loss, 
somewhat I hope she will not be disappointed in 
his coming. Already we feel an affection for her as 
if she were our own daughter, though we do not even 
know her name — dear me ! " he broke off. " See 
those men riding on the beach." 

Five of the Sultan's Guard were tearing down to 
the water's edge, where three of the horses dropped 
in their tracks. 

The boatswain turned to Duncan. "We'll go 
aboard from the other side of the ship, sir," he said 
confidentially. 

"They might get careless vsith their guns^ for 
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a fact/' Duncan assented, ^' though I'd bet something 
pretty they couldn't hit a balloon after their ride." 

" Yes, sir, they do seem to have ridden hard," the 
boatswain said. 

As the boat was rounding the stem of the steamer 
an exchange of remarks began between the horse- 
men and the Captain of the steamer. Smooth water 
carries the voice remarkably well, and a leather* 
lunged Siroccan, in a gorgeous uniform, with flaring 
boots, such as Techryk had worn, demanded the sur- 
render of a criminal, who had escaped from the prison 
of the Sultan of Sirocco. 

Through a megaphone the Captain answered in a 
deprecatory fashion, while the smoke from the funnel 
poured blacker and blacker, and the crew busied itself 
with letting a rope ladder down on the other side of 
the steamer. 

" I am sorry," the Captain finally roared through 
his megaphone, at the same time pulling the handle 
that rang the gong in the engine-room, ^' but I haven't 
time to stop now and give you your criminaL Better 
try extradition." 

The clerical gentleman had been helped up the 
ladder. ^^ Dear me, this is most peculiar," he ex* 
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cUumed mildly^ as the throbbing of the engine be- 
tokened their depftrtore. '^I thought that the 
steamer vas not going to start till this afternoon.'' 

Dnnoan started up the ladder. He looked up and 
BKw leaning towards him a girl with dark eyes — eyes 
that he already knew. 
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